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ADVERTISEMENT. 


"  THE  Wise  Man  of  the  East'1  is  an  alteration 
of  Kotzebue's  comedy,  called  "  The  Writing 
Desk  "  a  literal  translation  of  zvhich  is  at  the 
same  time  published. 

The  purchaser  of"  Vie  Writing  Desk'1  zvill  not 
find  in  that  play  the  family  of  the  Quakers  j  the 
intended  seduction  of  Ellen  ;  or  any  of  the  conse- 
quent distress  which  is  produced  by  that  incident, 
and  ivhich  constitutes  the  effect  of  the  interview  be- 
tween Metland  and  Claransforth  in  the  fifth  act, 
But,  in  place  of  those  scenes,  the  critic  and  admirer 
of  German  literature  zvill,  probably,  meet  with 
others  more  worthy  of  his  approbation.  He  zvill 
also  find  in  Kotzebue  an  incident  relating  to  a 
fraudulent  bond,  ivhich  was  originally  in  the  altered 
•  play,  but  which  has  been  omitted  since  the  Jirst 
night  of  representation. 


PROLOGUE. 

BY  'A  FRIEND. 

jTL  MUSE,  who  oft,  by  favour's  cheering  light, 

Hath  trod  fecure  thro'  many  an  anxious  night ; 

Who  oft  hath  fu'd  to  you,  in  fuppliant  tone, 

For  a  poor  progeny,  confefs'd  her  own  ; 

Now,  for  a  German  offspring,  aflcs  your  blefling, 

And  begs  to  anfwer  only  for  it's  dreffing. 

E'en  this  (he  dreads,  and  does  not  hope  to  rouze 

The  kind  applaufe  that  crown'd  her  laft-year's  Vows  *. 

But  ftill  fhe  trufts,  behind  great  Kotz'bue's  fhield, 

By  your  protecting  aid,  to  keep  the.  field. 

Tho'  here  no  gorgeous  decorations  try, 

Regardlefs  of  the  mind,  to  catch  the  eye  ; 

Tho'  not  one  flourilh,  or  of  trumps  or  drums, 

To  the  charm'd  ears,  proclaims  a  hero  comes  ; 

Be.  ours  the  hope,  that  paflion,  well  exprefs'd, 

In  plaineft  garb,  will  reach  the  feeling  breaft. 

Ne'er  will  your  hearts  the  mean  diftinclion  know, 
That  fcorns  to  fympathife  with  humble  woe  : — 
The  .generous  impulfe  yours  which  laughs  outright, 
Nor  waits  till  fafiiion  ftamps  the  jeft.  polite. 
Perchance,  to-night,  fome  critics,  ftern  and  cold, 
May  think  our  drama's  features  much  too  bold ; 
May  think  our  incidents,  with  truth  at  ftrife, 
Too  widely  deviate  from  the  path  of  life  : — 
But  fay,  {hall  Genius,  in  her  warm  career,  1 

Be  fiekUed  o'er  with  the  pale  caft  of  fear* 
And  he?  free  efforts  find  no  licence  here.? 

Say,  do  events  in  fueh  nice  order  run^, 
That  true  and  probable  are  always  one  ? 
If,  whilfl  we  trace  the  paffions  to  the  fource, 
We  f we  rye  a  little  from  the  common  courfe  ; 
Yet,  fhould  we  win,  by  no  immoral  art, 
Spontaneous  fmiles,  and  melt  the  pitying  heart, 
Blufh  not  to  yield  to  Feeling's  gentle  fway, 
Nor  doubt  'tis  Truth  commands  when  you  obey. 

*  "  Lovers  Vows,"  performed  laft  year. 
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WISE  MAN  OF  THE  EAST. 


ACT  L 

SCENE  I.     An  apartment  at  Claransforth's. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Chances,  followed  by  Waitby, 

WAITBY. 


I 


SHOULD  be  very  glad  to  announce  you  Sir; 
but  when  Mr.  Bankwell  went  into  the  next 
chamber,  he  faid  he  was  going  to  tranfa£t  bufi- 
nefs,  and  defired  my  mafter  and  he  might  not 
be  interrupted. 

Sir  RICHARD. 
And  do  you  obey  your  mailer's  clerk  ? 

WAITBY. 

He  is,  I  allure  you,  Sir,  a  man  of  importance 
in  this  houfe.  All  the  money  to  fupply  our 
\vants  comes  through  his  hands;  and  he  is  for 
ever  warning  my  mafter  againft  extravagance, 
and  moft  particularly  againft  gaming* 

Sir  RICHAR  D. 

Then,  perhaps,  he  will  not  come  to  our  party 
to-night :  but  be  fure  to  tell  him' he  is  expected 
at  Lady  Mary's  in  the  evening,  and  that  Sir  Ri- 
chard Chances  himfelf  left  this  card. 

WAITBY. 

I  will,  Sir.  [Laying  it  on  the  table  and  lift ening.~] 

I  hear   them  very  loud — my  mafter   flies  from 

one  room  to  another  to  get  rid  of  Bankwell,—- 

B  but 
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but  the  old  man  will  purfue  him.     Come  inter 
this  room,  Sir. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Richard  anil  Waitby. 

Enter  Claransforth,/0//Vzt'ft/<(7)'  Bankwelf. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

I  think,  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  be  lectur'd  for 
my  indifcretions. 

BANK  WELL. 

Too  old,  perhaps,  to  profit  by  admonition ;  and 
certainly  too  old  for  youthful  cxceffes. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Sir,  I  was  robb'd  of  my  early  pleafuree. 
The  time  of  youthful  happinefs  and  folly  was 
feiz'd  from  my  eager  grafp  by  the  fevcrity  of 
a  rigid  father: — \Vhynot  let  me  have  ray  follies 
at  a  pfopef  age?  But  it  was  your  wife  matter's 
management  to  invert  nature  ;  to  force  me  to 
be  a  man  whild  I  was  a  child  3 — confequently, 
I  am  a  child  now  I'm  a  man. 
BANKWELL. 

A   counting-houfe   was  iurely  a  proper  aca- 
demy for  the  fon  and  heir  of  a  merchant. 
CLARANSFORTH. 

But,  why  fo  Itritt,  that  1  was  not  permitted 
to  live  in  my  native  country ; — but  fhipp'd  to 
a  gloomy  town  acrofs  the  Atlantic,  where  there 
was  no  fuch  thing  as  folly  or  mifdemeanor  in 
the  whole  place. — Was  it  not  beyond  all  doubt, 
that,  when  1  return'd  to  London,  the- charming 
novelty  of  doing  wrong  wou'd  overbalance  all 
the  force  of  habit  ? 

BAXKWELL. 

It  was  your  early  propenfity  to  pleafure 
Which  induc'd  your  father  • 

C  LARANSFRTH. 

To  forbid  my  tafting  it. 

BANKWELL, 
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BANKWELL. 
His  firft  wilh  was  for  your  happinefs. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
And  don't  I  make  myfelf  happy? 

BANKWELL. 

Through  improper  means.  —  Let  me  intreat 
vou  to  forfake  your  prefent  companions,  and 
feek  out  fome  pretty  girl  -- 

CLARANSFORTH. 

—  My  dear  friend,  with  all  my  heart.  —  This  is 
a  piece  of  advice  I  highly  approve.  —  Hah  !  I 
perceive  your  notions  and  mine  don't  differ  fo 
very  widely. 

BANKWELL. 

Pfha  !  Pfha  !  I  mean,  feek  out  fome  fober, 
jnodeft  young  woman,  and  marry. 

CLARANSFORTH.  [Walks  about.] 
Marry  !  marry  !  —  You  diftrefs  me.  ft's  fin- 
gular  Bankwell  ;  —  but  fo  it  is,  that  of  all  the 
women  I  have  feen,  fince  the  few  months  I  have 
been  in  England,  the  woman  I  mould  prefer  ay 
a  wife  I  cannot  marry. 

BANKWELL. 
Becaufe  (he  is  married  already  I  fuppofe. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
No;  —  but  fhe  is  notv  worth  a  guinea. 

BANKWELL.. 

So  much  the  better,  fince  you  are  worth  a 
million. 

CLARANSF-ORTH. 
Would  you  have  me  marry  a  fervant-maid  ? 

BANKWELL. 
•  Sooner  than  I'd  have  you    betray  a  fervant- 


CLARANSFORTH. 

BetfayJ—  What   you    call    betraying   is.  only 

faying  a  few  things,  ,o  a  woman,  tha-t  are  not  to 

Bz  be 
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be  relied  upon  as  truth,  any  more  than  when 
your  fervant  tells  an  impertinent  viiitor  you  are 
%  one  out,  while  you  are  at  home. 

BANKWELL. 

I  can  talk  no  more,  and  keep  my  temper ; 
yet  there  are  other  fubjecrs  on  which  I  truft  we 
may  agree. — Your  heart  was  formerly  open  to 
compaffion. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Formerly,  Bankvvell !     \lVitk  reproach] 

BANKWELL. 
When  a  fchcol-boy. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Suppofe  me,  in  the  inftance  of  compaffion,  a 
fchool-boy  flill  ;r^-and  you  fliall  be  my  tutor. 

BANKWELL. 

I  have  been  inform'd  that  old  Mr.  Met] and 
is  in  great  diftrefs. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
How  can  I  relieve  him  ? 

BANKWELL. 
Poor  man  !   You  recollect  him  ? 

CLARANSFORTH. 
I  recollect  he  was  my  father's  intimate  friend, 

BANK.WELL. 

You  recollec~t  alfo  j^  what  manner  this  un- 
fortunate man  loft  his  all  ? 

CLAP>ANTSFORTIJ. 
I  have  heard  you  fay,  in  our  houfe. 

BANK\VF.LL. 

The  fudden  death  of  your  father  has  thrown 
a  veil  over  the  event,  which  heaven  alone  carj 
fee  through  >  but  for  my  part  I  am  convinced  my- 
felf  of  Mr..  Metland's  depoiition.—  He  never 
told  a  lie. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
What  can  I  do  for  him  ? 
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BANK  WELL. 

I  think  it  an  ad  of  duty  that  you  fupport 
him  :  in  what  manner,  I  leave  to  your  own.  dif- 
cretion. 

CL'ARANSFORTH. 

I  wiU  remember  your  advice,  and  determine 
what  to  do  in  a  few  days, — but  at  prefent  I  have 
fuch  a  number  of  petitioners,  and  applications 
of  every  kind. 

BANKWELL. 

There  is  another  fubjeft  on  which  I  have  to 
fpeak  to  you. — Your  father  palled  his  youth  in 
India,  and  had  many  friends  there.  One  of  them, 
a  native  of  a  remote  country,  beyond  our  fet- 
tlements,  has  been  in  London  thefe  four 
months ;  and  at  various  places  where  he  and  I 
have  met,  he  has  given  me  teftimony  of  the 
warm  affe£Hon  which,  in  their  youth,  fubfifted 
between  him  and  your  father  :  he  even  fays, 
he  came  over  for  the  purpofe  of  paying  him  a 
vifit,  when  he  found  him  in  his  grave.  He  has 
requeued  the  favour  of  being  introduced  to  you. 
He  came  with  me  now  to  your  houfe,  and  is 
waiting  in  hopes  ot  an  interview.  » 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Let  him  inftantly  be  admitted  :  a  friend  of 
rny  father's  mufc  always  be  welcome. 

BANKWELL. 

He  fpeaks  Englifh  very  well  ;  but  he  is  dreffed 
in  his  country's  fafhion,  and  a.(Tumes  the  rough 
manners  of  a  philofopher.  [Exit. 

CLARANSFORTH   [taking  a  card  from  the  tabli\. 
"  Pharo   this    evening   at    Lady    Mary   Dia- 
mond's,"— A  more  than  ufual  felicitation  .to  be 
prefent— fuperfiuous  invitation  !    Where  my  El- 
len refides,  I  could,  with  equal  warmth,  fue  for 

Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Bankwell,  introducing  an  elderly  gentitmxx, 
who  has  a  dark  Indian  complexion,  a  long  beardt 
aiid  is  drejjed  after  the  JLaJlern  manner. 

BANKWELL. 

Ava  Thoanoa,  a  native  of  Cambodia,  beyond 
the  Ganges. 

CLARANSFORTH, 

Sir,  you  do  me  honour ;  and  I  only  lament 
that  your  reception  here  is  by  a  reprefentative 
wholly  unworthy  of  your  deceafed  friend,  my 
honoured  father. 

AVA. 

If  you  fpeak  as  you  think,  why  not  make 
yourfelf  worthy  of  him? 

BANKWELL. 

Ava  Thoanoa  ufes  no  ceremony  :  he  foon 
becomes  acquainted;  and,  by  vour  permiirion, 
Sir,  I  will  leave  him  with  you,  while  I  (iep  to 
the  counting-houfe. — I  will  return  immediatelv. 

(£.v/V. 
[Claransforth  Jran-s  chairs ,  and  Ava  and  he  Jit.'] 

AVA. 

But,  perhaps,  Sir,  it  is  to  the  little  refem- 
blance  you  have  to  your  father,  except,  indeed, 
in  perfon,  that  you  owe  what  you  are  plcafccl 
to  call  the  honour  of  this  vifit ,  for  I  am  an  un- 
fociable  man,  and  feldpm  go  into  company,  but 
for  fome  particular  purpofe. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Your  vifit  to  me,  I  underftand,  was  merely  in 
compliment  to  my  father's  memory. 

AVA. 

In  duty  to  his  memory. — But  this  is  not  the 
firft  time  you  and  I  have  met. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

I  beg  your  pardon  : — J  never  remember  hav- 
ing feen  you  before. 

AVA. 

Becaufe  I  have  generally  met  you  where  there 

wen; 
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were  pretty  women,  and  they  took  up  all  your 
attention. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

But,  then,  I  (hou'd  conceive  you  took  up  all 
theirs — and  confequently  I  uhou'd  attend  to  what 
they  did. 

AVA. 

I  engag'd  their  attention  while  I  had  money 
left.  When  I  came  firft  from  India,  I  was  rich, 
and  welcome  every  where— -but  now  that  I  am 

poor 

CLARANSFORTH. 

My  father's  friend — and  reduced  to  poverty  in 
•i  ftrange  country !  What  can  I  do  to  oblige  you? 

AVA. 
Reform ! 

CLARANSFORTH. 
How  do  you  know  that  I  want  reformation  ? 

AVA. 

Becaufe  I  know  more  than  you  are  aware  of 
—more  than  I  \vifli  to  know — \_faffiQWteiy\t  \ 
have  follow'd  you  from  the  pharo-table  to  the 
tavern  :  \jmldly]  and  fometimes  from  the  nian- 
fions  of  the  rich  to  the  huts  of  the  poor. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Has  that  offended  you  r 

AVA. 

No ;  alternately  I  approve  and  condemn  you. 
\j>a]Jionat  e/y\.  You  game,  you  lofe  large  fums  of 
money :  but,  when  I  look  into  your  heart,  I 
find  it  free  from  avarice. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Are  you  a  mortal,  and  pretend  to  fee  mv 
"heart  ? 

AVA. 

You  drink  hard — you  are  frequently  in- 
toxicated :  but  you  do  this  to  oblige  your  com- 
panions. • 

Cl  ARAMS- 
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CLARANSFORTH. 
That's  true  again. 

AVA. 

You  gallant  and  toy  with  young  women :  but 
\\s  frequently  to  indulge  their  depravity  more 
than  your  own. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Extraordinary,  by  heaven  ! 

AVA. 

You  profefs  to  love  a  young  maiden,  whom 
you  hope  to  rob  of  her  virtue. 

[Claransforth  JlartsJ] 

AVA. 

And  yet,  no  longer  ago  than   vefterday,  yoir 
fav'd  an  unfortunate  tradefman  «trom  deftru£Uorx 
by  the  gift  of  an  hundred  guineas. 
CLARANSFORTH. 
I  did  it  in.fecret. 

AVA. 
I  was  near  you. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
The  man  himfelf  did  not  know  me. 

AVA. 
I  knew  you. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Aftonifhing  !  My  clerk  faid  you  were  a  philo* 
fopher.  I  pronounce  you  a  magician.  The  art 
of  magic,  in  the  country  where  you  were  born, 
I  know  is  term'd  a  fcieace.  I  have  heard  my 
father  fpeak  of  wonders  he  has  known  produced 
there  by  a  certain  cad  of  Indians.  My  father 

was  rather  fuperititious • 

AVA. 
And  his  fon    is  rather  felf-fufficieriL 

•CLARANSFORTH. 

l^ay,  I  mean  to  fay,  my  father  was  a  very 
go6d,  and,  in  mod  refpc6is,  a  very  \vife  man. 
but  he  had  more  fingularities  than  any  Englith- 

raan 
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hian  I  ever  knew.    I  abfolutely  think  he  believ'd 
in  ghofts. 

AVA. 
He  had  then  caufe — no  doubt. 

CLARANSFORT.H. 

"  Caufe'*— Ha !  ha  !  ha  ! — my  dear  Sir,  I  fee 
fche  clofe  acquaintance  that  fubfifted  between 
him  and  you  at  once  ;  and,  probably,  it  was  td 
your  early  friendfliip  he  was  indebted  for  fome 
of  his  opinions  on  this  fubjeft— ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

AVA. 

No  irreverent  jefts,  Sir,  on  my  dead  friend's 
opinions. — Yours,  if  they  fhou'd  improve,  will 
be  fuch  as  his  were. 

CLARANSFORTH, 
Yes — if  I  cou'd  fee  a  ghoft. 

AVA. 
Wou'd  you  believe  it  was  one,  if  you  did  ? 

CLARANSFORTH. 
No! 

AVA. 

Yet  you  will  own,  wifer  people  than  you  have 
believ'd  in  the  return  of  departed  fpirits. 

CLARANSFORTH, 
I  own  it. 

AVA. 

And  on  the  word  of  one,  whom  you  may  be- 
lieve has  no  wifh  to  deceive  you,  I  once  faw 
the  fpirit,  the  appearance  of  a  man,  whofe  death 
his  rriends  had  long  lamented. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Deception !  Be  afiur'd,  deception.— We  are 
more  wary  in  this  country  ;  aod,  my  good  friend,- 
depend  upon  it,  you  wou'd  never  think  you  faw 
fuch  a  thing  in  .England. 
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AVA. 
It  was  in  England'  that  I  faw  the  apparition. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Oh  !  ho  !     In  what  part  of  England? 

AVA. 

London. — It  was  in  my  own  lodgings,  here 
in  London,  that  the  fpirit  came  while  I  waj 
merely  reciting  a  few  words,  to  fee  if  I  re- 
member'd  the  charm  my  Indian  friends  reveal'd 
to  me :  and  I  had  proofs  that  I  did  remember  it, 
with  all  the  ceremony  belonging  to  the.  fpell,  by 
the  form  that  appear'd. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
A  jocofe  bottle-companion  I  hope. 

AVA. 

Throw  off  this  levity.  The  figure  which  ap- 
pear'd to  me — on  the  word  of  an  old  man,  and 
a  man  of  honour,  I  fpeak — was  that  of  my  late 
friend,  your  father. 

CLARANSFORTH  \_ftarts — then  re  fumes   Us   care- 

/ejjnefs^. 

And,  pray,  when  he  came,  what  did  he  fay 
'vu  you  ? 

AVA. 
Very  little. 

CLARANSFORTH.' 
Did  he  alk  for  me  ? 

AVA. 
lie  mentioned  you. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
And  can  you  remember  what  he  faid? 

AVA. 
Perfectly. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
A  fccrer,  perhaps  ? 

AVA. 
He  did  not  forbid  me  to  tell  it. 

CI.ARANS- 
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CLARANSFORTH. 

Then,  prythee,  tell  it  me.  [with  fame  degree  of 
anxiety.'] 

AVA. 

He  faid,  that  in  the  laft  .hours  of  your  mo- 
ther's ficknefs,  on  her  dying  bed,  Hie  conjured 
him  never  to  abandon  you  for  any  vice  that  your 
.youthful  frailty  might  commit. 

CLARAXSFORTH. 

Indian,  you  amaze  me ;  for  certainly  my  mo- 
ther did  leave  this  injunction,  and  my  father  re- 
vealed it  to  me  as  a  fecret  he  would  tell  to  no 
one  elfe,  left  it  might  give  the  world  reafon  to 
fuppofe  that  my  mother  fcar'd  I  deferred  to  be 
disinherited. 

AVA. 

You  no\v  then  believe  all  I  have  uttered  ? 
CLARANSFORTH  [hefitating] . 

No — no — ftill,  I  can't — 1  won't  believe  it. — 
'Would you  make  a  child  of  me?  No  ! — no — you 
have -only  dreamt  a  dream,  that  has  by  chance 
revealed — though  faith  'tis  fingular.  But  be  that 
as  it  will,  1  don't  believe  a  word  of  the  ghoft — 
not  a  word — no — no — not  a  word. 

AVA. 

To  prove  my  veracity  [warmly"],  will  you  be- 
hold the  fpedre  which  I  fawr  Say,  but  yes,  and 
name  the  hour,  I'll  raife  it  to  your  view. 

Cl,ARAN5F&RTH. 

Living,  though  my  father  ftript  me  of  my 
wealth,  and  fent  me  back  to  plod  on  a  wretched 
fpot,  where  all  fociety  is  banimed*  ftill  I  mould 
rejoice  to  fee  him.  But  dead — i  wou'd  not  that 
my  folly  fhould  ditturb,  or  my  curiofity  even  treat 
with  irreverence,  his  honoured  duft. 

AVA. 
You  fpcak  with  propriety. 

C  2,  CLARANS- 
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CLARANSFORTH  [after  a paufe]. 
But  do  you  pretend  that  he   faid  any  thing 
further  ? 

AVA. 

He  was  beginning  another  fubjeft,  when  he 
was  interrupted — as  we  are  now. 
Enter  Bankwell. 

BANKWELL. 

I  beg  pardon,  if  I  have  left  you  too  long,  Ava 
Thoanoa.  I  have  fome  bufmefs  which  takes  me 
away  inftantly— fhall  I  attend  you  ? 

AVA  [bows  gravely  to  Claransforth]. 
Good  day,  Sir/ 

CLARANSFORTH    [with  referve  and  coolnefi\. 
Good  day,  Sir. 

[Exeunt  Bankwell  and  Ava. 

Now  is  he  a  wife  man,   or  a  mad   man— a 

knave,  or  a  fool.  .  [£#//. 

SCENE  II.  A  room  in  Mr.  Metland'j  houfe — 
Mrs.  Metland  alone  knitting — A  book  open  on  the 
table  before  her,  in  which,  at  the  fame  time,  Jhe  is 
reading. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

When  I  was  young,  poets  wrote  their  fonnets 
of  love  under  a  thatched  roof,  and  were  con- 
tented with  bread  and  milk.  Twenty  years  later 
this  fweet  contentment  is  turned  into  ridicule : 
but  with  me  it  remains,  and  I  revere  it. 

£>//crEnfign  Met  land,  with  apccket-bcok  in  his  hand, 

ENSIGN. 

Good  morning,  dear  mother. 
Mrs.  METLAND. 
Welcome,  dear  Charles !  What  do  you  bring  me  ? 

ENSIGN. 

My  whole  heart,  and  the  half  of  my  pay.  [Giv- 
ing her  ,c{ipik-  note.'] 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  METLAND. 

Dear  boy,  how  can  you  content  yourfelf  with 
the  other  half? 

ENSIGN. 

Were  not  you  contented,  mother,  when,  with 
your  fmall  income,  my  father  purchafed  my  corn- 
million  ? 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

We  can  live  fparingly  j  but  you  muft  do  honour 
to  your  rank  as  an  officer. 

ENSIGN. 

And  if  ever  my  general  fliou'd  afk  me  why  my 
regimentals  look  rufty,  my  anfwer  will  notj  I 
think,  difgrace  the  fervice. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 
You  are  young,  and  fhould  enjoy  life. 

ENSIGN. 

I  do :— By  putting  thefe  little  monthly  favings 
into  your  hands,  I  am  thus  furnifhed  each  time 
with  four  weeks'  enjoyment  of  life. 

Mrs.  METLAND  \clafps  him  in  her  arms], 
Dear  Charles ! 

Enter  Ellen. 

Ellen  here  alfo !  [embracing her.]  My  dear  Ellen, 
'tis  fo  long  fince  I  have  feen  you  !  Children,  you 
give  me  a  cheerful  morning. 

ELLEN. 

Dear  brother,  we  have  not  feen  each  other 
this  great  while ! 

ENSIGN. 

Is  that  my  fault  ?  Why  do  you  forbid  my  com* 
ing  to  fee  you  ? 

ELLEN. 

I  only  with  to  keep  my  mean  fituation  a, 
fecret,  to  prevent  you  from  being  fneered  at 
in  the  honorable  one  you  hold.  "  Enfign  MeN 

land 
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land  is  brave'*  I  often  hear  your  old  colonel  fay, 
when  he  vifits  my  lady.  My  eyes  immediately 
become  moift  with  tears,  and  the  work  I  am 
about  trembles  under  my  hand — I  am  reproved 
for  my  negligence  ;  but  that  I  do  not  mind,  while 
I  liften  to  my  brother's  praife. 
ENSIGN. 

•  But  Lady  Mary  Diamond  already  knows 

ELLEN. 

Her  ladyfhip  has  too  many  concerns  of  her 
own,  and  too  much  pride,  to  trouble  herfelf 
about  my  family.  She  knows  I  have  a  father 
and  mother,  and  where  they  live — and  that  is  all : 
therefore  I  (hall  purfue  my  ufual  courfe ;  ami 
in  the  houfe  of  lady  Mary  Diamond  I  (hall  al- 
ways drop  a  curtfy  to  Enfign  Metland  ;  while,  in 
this  houfe,  he  will  ever  be  my  dear  brother 
Charles. — And  now,  my  dear  mother,  here  is  a 
fmall  portion  \whifptrs]  of  my  favings.  [Puts  into 
her  hand  two  pieces  of  gold.  ~\ 

Mrs.  METLAND.. 

This  is  too  foon  again,  my  child — I  fear  you 
deprive  yourfelf. 

ELLEN. 

No,  indeed,  dear  mother. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

But  I  entreat  you  both  not  to  make  known  to 
your  father  the  alliftance  you  give- us.  His  mif- 
leken  pride  wou'd  rather  let  him  perifh  than  live 
on  your  bounty. — Hum ! — I  hear  him  coming. 
[Conceals  the  money  Jlie  had  received.] 

Enter  Mr.  Metland,  with  a  bundle  of  papers  un- 
der his  arm. — IVhen  he  comes  in  at  the  door,  h* 
Jlarts. 

-METLAND. 

Hey-day!  I  have  juft  left  a  fine  furnim'd  houfe; 
bur  mt  own  hut  is  more  finely  ornamented. 

[His 
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•  His  fon  and  daughter  meet,  find  Ellen  kijjes,  hmJ] 
Welcome!  children,  welcome!  How  do  you  do  ? 

ELLEN. 
Very  well,  dear  father. 

'  METLAND. 
And  you  ? 

ENSIGN. 
Tolerable. 

METLAND. 
'  Why  but  tolerable  ? 

ENSIGN. 

You  know,  Sir,  that  1  want 

METLAND. 

A  good  and  courageous  heart   is  all  that  a 
foldier  wants ;  and  that  I  am  fure  you  poflefs.  - 

ENSIGN. 
It  is  my  paternal  inheritance. 

METLAND. 

If  that  is  true,  you  are  a  rich  heir,  although 
my  purfe  is  empty,  and  thefe  walls  almoft  bare. 

ENSIGN. 
But — inconveniences  at  your  time  of  life. 

METLAND, 

What  do  you    call  inconveniences  ?     Thofe 
who  can  fupply  their  wants  are  well  fupported. 

ENSIGN. 
Can  you  do  that  ? 

METLAND. 

Oh  yes,  for  I  am  content. — Do  you  think  your 
mother  and  I  go  fa  ft  ing  to  bed?  No — no — 
What  my  induftry  daily  produces,  her  dear 
hands  daily  prepares ;  and  our  homely  fare  is 
made  delicious  by  her  conftant  cheerfulnefs  and 
fcrenity.  If  ever  you  perceive  tears  in  her  eyes, 
the  fmoke  of  the  kitchen  fire  is  the  caufe'  ot' 
them. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  METLAND. 

Yes,  my  dear  hufband,  I  mould  be  contented  ; 
quite  fatisfied,  if  only — 

METLAND, 

No  one  lives  whofe  contentment  is  not,  at  times, 
crofled  by  an  "  if  only."  Let  us  hear  the  ten- 
dency of  your  "  if  only." 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

If  only — Ellen  were  not  obliged  to  be  a  fer- 
Vant. 

METLAND. 

And  what  is  her  fervitude  ?  Your  daughter 
is  a  waiting-maid,  and  obliged  to  humour  the 
whims  and  caprices  of  another  woman,  which 
prevents  her  having  leifure  to  indulge  her  own. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

It  grieves  me  to  think  flic  is  as  a  ftranger  in 
in  our  houfe. 

METLAND  [prejfing  Ellen'-y  hands]. 
She  will  never  be   a   ftranger  in  our  hearts. 
No !  never,  never  ! 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

You  have  again  brought  home  a  large  heap  of 
papers,  Mr.  Metland. 

METLAND. 
Yes;  heaven  be  thanked!  there  is  work  for  ar 

whole  month  ;  and,  <f  if  only" There,  now,  I 

have  caught  myfelf  at  an  "  if  only." 

Mrs.  METLAND. 
Explain  it — intruft  its  meaning  to  your  family. 

METLAND. 

I  was  going  to  fay,  "  if  only"  my  debts  were 
paid — then  anxiety  would  not  alone  be  caft  from 
my  heart,  but,  what  would  pleafe  me  much 
more,  from  the  hearts  of  my  creditors.  [Sighing.'} 

ENSIGN. 

How  was  it  poflible,  my  father,  that,  with  your 

induftry 
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induftry  and  temperance,  you  mould  have  credi- 
tors ? 

ELLEN. 

How  can  you  aik,  brother?  Confider  the  ex- 
penfe  of  our  education. 

METLAND. 

,  The  expenfe  of  your  education,  children,  has 
been  defrayed  from  a  capital  which  is  inexhaufti- 
ble — Parental  care  accomplimed  it. — No,  my 
dear,  a  misfortune  that  befel  me  a  year  ago  has 
impoveriflied  us  fo  much,  that,  at  my  advanced 
life,  it  will  be  impoffible  for  my  labour  to  re- 
trieve me. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

We  were  both  poor  when  we  married  ;  but 
we  had,  through  care,  faved  up  a  handfome  for- 
tune. 

METLAND. 
Twelve  thoufand  pounds. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

Which  your  father  took  to  the  rich  merchant 
Claransforth. 

ELLEN. 
Claransforth  !  [In  confufion.'] 

Mrs.  METLAND. 
The  prefent  young  merchant's  father. 

METLAND. 
He  was  my  friend. 

ENSIGN7. 

And  ranged  you  ? 

METLAND. 

That  would  have  hurt  me  much  more  than  the 

lofs  of  my  money. — No  ;  he  meant  me  well,  and 

was  to  have  given  me-  a  lhare  in  his  rlourilhing 

(buiinefs.  But  it  happened  that,  on  the  very  even- 

L)  in? 
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ing  when  I  took  to  him  my  long-collected  ftore, 
he  was  overwhelmed  with  letters  and  papers  by 
the  fudden  arrival  of  a  foreign  mail,  and  could 
not  at  that  moment  give  me  a  receipt  for  what  I 
placed  in  his  hands. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

That  very  night  part  of  Claransforth's  houfe 
was  burnt  to  the  ground,  and  Claransforth  him- 
felf  pcrilhed. 

METLAND. 
I  loft  a  proved  friend. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

And  the  indefatigable  earnings  of  twenty 
years. 

ELLEN  [/;;  agitation]. 

And  could  his  fon  be  fo  bale  as  to  deny  the 
debt? 

METLAND. 

His  fon  was  abroad  at  the  time,  and  a  total 
ftranger  to  me.  On  his  arrival,  he  proves  to  be 
a  man  of  pleafure — a  fine  gentleman,  who  ne- 
glects all  kind  of  bufinefs.  The  executors  judg- 
ed of  my  cafe,  and  did  their  duty.  I  had  no 
vouchers. 

ENSIGN. 

But  Claransforth's  books — your  word— your 
oath? 

METLAXD. 

None  of  his  books  were  loft  by  the  fire,  and 
the  fum  was  not  entered  in  any  of  them.  Bank- 
\veli,  '..is  trufty  clerk,  was  queftioned  on  the  fub- 
he  fpoke  to  the  fairnefs  of  my  character; 
but  could  fay  no  more.  Every  place  was  fearch- 
'.o. — I  (k-icribed-the  -notes,,  the  cords  they  were 

tied 
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tied  with.     All  was  in  vain — nothing  could  be 
found,  and  I  was  ruined. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

Enough,  and  already  too  much,  of  a  lucklefs 
hour.  I  count  my  good  fortune  by  years. 

ELLEN. 

Dear  father  and  mother,  I  fear  I  mud  be  gone. 
My  lady  expects  company  to  breakfaft,  about 
three  this  afternoon ;  and  ordered  me  to  return 
in  time  to  drefs  her. 

METLAND. 

I  don't  like  fuch  irregular  hours  for  meals.  I 
1-ope  there  is  nothing  elfe  irregular  in  your  lady's 
family.  You  blulh. — At  what  hour  do  you  go 
to  bed? 

ELLEN. 
Immediately  after  her  ladyfliip. 

METLAND. 

There's  an  equivocation  in  that  reply. — I  afked 
you  the  time  ye  went  to  bed — the  exa£t_  time. 

ELLEN. 

Do  you  mean  the  rell  of  the  fervants,  or  only 
me  ? 

METLAND. 
Again  equivocation? 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

Dear  hufband  !  (he  comes  fcarcely  more  than 
once  a  month  to  fee  us ;  and,  then,  do  not  be  too 
hard  upon  her-^She  has  no  meaning  in  her 
anfwers. 

METLAND. 
.    So  it  feems. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

I  would  fay,  no  defign  to  deceive  you:  (lie  is  a 
good  girl.  [Shaking  her  hand  kindly.] 

D  2  METLAND. 
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METLAND. 

I  take  her  to  be  fuch,  or  fh>  would  have  no 
bufinefs  here,  though  (he  is  my  daughter. 
ENSIGN. 

No  tears,  Ellen — you  will  anger  my  father  ftill 
more. 

METLAND. 

What!  does  lite  weep? — Ellen,  I  love  you 
dearly;  and  your  perfon,  as  a  female,  and  my 
child,  I  am  bound  to  proteft.  But  your  mind 
you  muft  guard  yourfelf.  Over  that  I  have  no 
controul,  but  fuch  as  you  are  pleafed  to  beftow  by 
your  confidence ;  and'  when  you  fo  truft  and  em- 
power me,  I'll  be  its  guardian,  or  depute  my  fon 
with  my  authority.  Thefe  affectionate  terms  I 
offer,  fuppoling  you  all  that's  amiable  and  good. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 
She  is;  I  am  fure  (he  is. 

METLAND. 

Who  fufpefts  flie  is  not  ?  I  am  only  adverting 
to  what  it  is  poilible  (he  may  hereafter  be. — And, 
then,  neither  to  her  mind  or  perfon  am  I  a  pro- 
tettor,  or  is  this  houfe  her  home, 

Mrs.  METLAND     [Jitpportixg  Ellen,  who  fies  to 

her  in  terror]. 

You  are  a  harm  man  ;  a  very  good,  honeft 
man  ;  but  tooauftere  with  thofe  of  lefs  fortitude 
than  yourfelf.  [Exit  with  Ellen. 

METLAND. 

Charles,  I  have  fpoken  fomething  warmer  to 
your  filler  than  I  intended.  I  did  not  mean  to 
make  her  weep,  efpecially  as  fhe  comes  fo  fel- 
dom  to  fee  cs.  Follow  her,  Charles,  and  your 
mother,  and  fay  I  was  a  little  hafty.  Go — it 
does  not  become  me  to  own  myfelf  to  blame. 
But  invite' Ellen  to  ftny,  and  take  fome  dinner 

with 
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with  us,  and  I'll  come  in  by  the  time  you  are  all 
fat  down.  You  know,  Charles,  I  am  often  harlh 
with  you;  and  yet  I  love  you. — You  know  I  am 
fometimes  even  fevere  with  your  mother ;  yet, 
heaven  is  my  witncfs !  this  world  would  be  no- 
thing to  me  without  her  mild  fociety. — You 
know  my  temper,  Charles — you  know,  too,  that 
irritable  temper  has  met  \viih  fome  (harp  trials. 

\_Exeunt, 


ACT 
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ACT.  II. 

SCENE  I.     A  room  in  the  houfe  of  Timothy 
Starch. 

Enter  Rachel  Starch   and  Timothy  Starch,  fol- 
lowed by  Ruth  Starch. 

r_,  RACHEL. 

1  IMOTHY,  Timothy,  I  fay  unto  thee, 
that  Claransforth,  the  merchant,  is  the  man 
whom  I  have  chofen,  from  amongll  all  other  of 
jicr  fuitors,  to  be  the  fpoufe  of  thy  daughter 
Ruth. 

TIMOTHY.  • 

What  will  our  elders  fay  to  fuch.a  marriage? 
.For  neighbour  Claransforth  is  not  one  of  the 
faithful. 

RACHEL. 
But  he  is  one  of  the  rich.  * 

TIMOTHY. 

It  is  afked  by  pious  fpeakers,  "  Of  what  value 
are  riches  r" 

RACHEL. 

And  it  is  anfwered  by  other  pious  fpeakers, 
"  Of  a  great  deal." — How  can  a  man  give  to 
the  poor,  while  he  is  poor  himfelf  ? 

TIMOTHY. 

Thou  art  right.  What  can  a  man  give  who 
poffefleth  nothing?  What  produceth  alms  but 
money  ? — Verily,  what  doth  money  not  produce? 
And,  that  my  daughter  mall  be  wedded  to  a  rich 
huiband,  maketh  me  content. 

RACHEL. 
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RACHEL. 

It  maketh  me  glad  ;  and  it  fhould  caufe  thee. 
maiden,  to  rejoice  with  exceeding  great  joy. 

RUTH. 

Verily,  verily,  thou  has  often  inftructed  me, 
not  to  rejoice  with  over  much  gladnefs  for  that 
which  pafleth  away. 

TIMOTHY. 

And  it  is  a  precept  thou  art  bound  to  fol- 
low, in  imitation  of  thy  father,  who  has  never, 
fince  he  came  to  man's  eftate,  iuffered  himfelf  to 
feel  either  joy  or  fadnefs,  grief  or  merriment ;  but 
has  pafifedhis  life  in  an  uniform  dullnefs,  and  in* 
fenfibility  to  all  around. — And  1  am  thankful 
that  it  is  fo  ;  for,  though  I  never  felt  love,  I  have 
likewife  never  known  hate.  Though  I  am  Heel- 
ed to  pity,  I  am  alfo  proof  againft  anger :  and 
I  never  in  my  life  did  any  harm,  though  I  never 
did  any  good. 

RACHEL. 

Ruth  Starch,  when  wilt  thou  boaft  thus  ?  And 
I  fay  unto  thee,  Ruth,  when  the  merchant,  Cia- 
ransforth,  mall  offer  to  take  thee  in  marriage, 
wilt  thou  reject  or  accept  him  ? 

RUTH. 
Peradventure  he  may  never  offer. 

TIMOTHY. 

Then  why  cometh  he  here  to  fmile  and  to  fim- 
per  ;  to  gaze  and  to  figh  ;  to  bow  to  thy  mother, 
and  fliake  hands  with  me  ? 

RUTH. 

Doth  it  follow,  that  a  young  man  muft  marry  in 
every  houfe  where  he  gazeth  and  maketh  hands  ? 

RACHEL. 

Ruth,  Ruth,  thou  art  not  inclined  to  wed 
Claransforth  ;  neither  any  of  the  friends  that 

frequent 
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frequent  our  meeting-houfe. — To  what  am  I  to 
afcribe  this  coldnefs  ? 

RUTH. 

Verily,   to  the  cold  of  which   my  father  is 
compofed  ;   for  I  liken  him  unto   a  fnow-batt, 
and  myfelf  unto  a  fnow-drop. 
RACHEL. 
But  it  is  ordained  that  thou  fhould'ft  marry. 

RUTH. 
It  is  alfo  ordained  that  I  firft  be  wooed. 

RACHEL. 

And  canft  thou  fay  that  Claransforth  has  not 
wooed  thee  ? 

RUTH. 

I  can  affirm  that  he  hath  never  alked  me  to 
become  his  wife. 

RACHEL. 
He  will  afk  thee. 

RUTH. 
Then  I  will  anfwer. 

RACHEL. 

How — in  what  manner  ? 

RUTH. 
As  the  fpirit  moveth. 

Enter  a  Quaker  Servant. 

SERVANT. 

A  man  bedecked  in  fcarlet,  he  whom  thou 
haft  long  ago  delired  ine  to  watch,  flilv  put 
this  letter  into  my  hand,  and  required  of  me  to 
give  it  as  flily  to  Ruth,  whom  he  called  my 
young  miftrefs. 

TIMOTHY. 

Give  the  letter  to  me.  [Servant  gives  him  the 
letter.'] 

RACHEL  [to  the  Servant]. 
And   go   thou   back  to  the   man    in   fcarlet, 

and 
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and  fay   unto   him,  Follow  me  to  Ruth,  who 
Wiiheth  to  commune  with  thee.      [Exit  Servant. 

RUTH. 
I  want  not  to  commune  with  any  man. 

RACHEL. 

But  I  and  thy  father  do. 

TIMOTHY  [after  reading  the  letter}. 

Yea  ;~it  behoveth  us  to  rebuke  this  man, 
who  is,  I  perceive,  by  his  fubfcription,  he 
whom  we  fufpe&ed  —  the  fon  of  the  ruined 
Metland  j  and  when  he  cannot  behold  Ruth  by 
befetting  the  houfe,  writes  unto  her  foolifh 
epiftles,  called  Jove-letters. 

[Enter  Servant,  ftoivwgm  Enfign  Metland,  who 


Thou  art  furprifed  to  be  brought  before  the 
parents,  when  thou  didft  only  expeft  to  fee  the 
maidenj  whom  thou  pffronteft  by  thy  -wanton 
love. 

ENSIGN. 

I  nm,  I  own,  amazed  at  the  deceit  by  which 
I  was  allured    hither  ;—  -but   I  deny  the  epithet 
which  you  have  given  to  my  patfion  ;—  for  it  is 
lincerej  it  is  pure,  it  is  honorable. 
TIMOTHY. 

And,  in  anfwer  to  all  thy  pretenfions  —  I  fay 
unto  thee,  young  man,  thou  weareft  a  red  coat. 
ENSIGN. 

I  fcorn  illiberal  reproaches,  or  elfe  I  would 
fay  in  return  -- 

TIMOTHY. 
What  !—  what  would'ft  thou  fay  3 

ENSIGN. 
That  you  —  wear  a  brown  one. 

TIMOTHY. 
Is  there  any  repoach  in  that  ? 

E  ENSIGN. 
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ENSIGN. 

Surely  not. — Who  but  reverences  the  modes  of 
.your  feet,  the  fober  decency  of  your  habit  and 
manners  j  the  fteady  fobriety  of  your  men,  the 
modeft  demeanour  of  your  women  •,  that  timed 
retiring  difpofition,  that  firnple  c loathing,  tend- 
ing to  form  the  humble  handmaid,  the  obedient 
wife,  the  meritorious  mother. 

TIMOTHY. 

What  importeth  thy  elocution  ?  It  is  not  only 
},  and  my  fpoufe,  who  diflike  thee  ;  but  that 
damfel  hath  natural  fear  and  terror  of  a  foldier. 
—Haft  thou  not,  Ruth  ? 

RUTH. 

Yea,  verily,  I  have  fear  and  terror  of  an 
army  of  foldiers  ;  but  of  one,  all  alone  by  him- 
felf,  I  am  not  much  afraid. 

RACHEL. 

Thou  fpeakefifunwarily :— one  foldier  alone,  in- 
a  young  maiden's  apartment,  is  mone  dangerous 
than  ten  thoufand  in  the  field. 

RUTH. 

Thou  filleft  me  with  aftonimment ! — To  be  in 

the  midft  of  a  fwarm  of  bees  is  perilous ;  but 

.if  one  bee  hums  and  buzzes  about  me,  I  think, 

with  a  little  watching,  I  could  fuffer  it  to  lip 

honey  even  from  the  nofegay  in  my  bofom. 

TIMOTHY. 

Daughter,  do  not  compare  a  foldier  to  a 
narmiefs  bee  ; — he  is  a  lion. 

RUTH. 

The  terror  of  the  lion  is  in  his  fangs  and  his, 
paws  j  that  of  a  foldier  in  his  firelock  and  bay- 
onet j  but  wf.en  he  lays  afide  his  arms,  perad- 
venture,  he  is  as  gentle  as  any  other  of  his 
fellow  creature*. 

rr^ 

TIMOTHY. 
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TIMOTHY. 
Ruth  !  Ruth  ! — thy  fay  ings  are  unwifc. 

RACHEL. 

And  I  command  thee  to  depart  from  among 
*is. 

RUTH. 

I  will  (how  obedience  to  my  mother, — even 
fuch  obedience  as  I  would  {how  to  the  huf- 
band  of  my  choice.  [Exit. 

TIMOTHY. 

Come,  Rachel,  we  will  alfo  retire. — And  now, 
friend,  being  left  alone,  I  iruft  thou  wilt  likewife 
depart.  ^Exeunt  fever  ally. 

SCENE  II.  A  room  at  Lady  Mary  Diamond's, 
Enter  Claransforth,  met  by  a  Servant, 

SERVANT. 
Lady  Mary  will  wait  on  you  immediately. 

[Zxif. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

I  leave  this  houfe  of  a  night,  vowing  never  to 
return  to  it  again ;  and,  in  the  morning,  the  firft 
vifit  I  pay  is  here.  It  is  in  vain  to  retift — I  can- 
not l;eep  away ;  but,  not  like  other  gamefters, 
I  come.— ^The  cards  and  dice,  which  I  feem  to 
love,  and  are  placed  in  my  reach,  are -my  ab- 
horrence ;  while  the  woman,  whom  I  muft  not 
feem  to  love,  and  is  out  of  my  reach—' — 
Enter  Ellen. 

ELLEN. 

Her  ladyfliip  is  bufy  at  prefent,  Sir,  and  de- 
fired  me  to  fay 

CLARANSFORTH. 

How  fortunate !  One  would  fuppofe  me 
knew  the  bleffing  fhe  beftowed  on  me,  in  de- 
puting you,  inftead  of  coming  herfelf. 

E  2,  ELLEN. 
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ELLEN. 

She  defired  me  to  fay,  Sir,  that  if  you  cannot 
now  wait  till  flie  conies,  (lie  begs  you  will  not 
difappoint  her  of  your  company  in  the  evening. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

In  the  evening  I  lhail  not  perhaps  fee  you  ; 
but  I  owe  her  my  company  then  for  the  plea- 
fure  (he  has  given  me  itoiu.  Therefore,  allure 
her  1  will  be  here.  [Eilen  is  going.]  Stay,  ftay, 
a  moment ! — or,  by  heaven  !  I'll  not  come.-— Do 
you  not  know  that  you  are  my  fole  attrac- 
tion to  thishoufe;  that,  but  for  you,  I  mould 
never  enter  it  r 

ELLEN. 

Then  you  have  me  to  blame  for  all  your  ill 
luck  at  card's. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

And  for  all  my  good  fortune  in  focicty ;  for  it 
is  the  impreilion  on  my  mind,  of  your  fweetnefs, 
which  makes  other  things  pleafmg  to  me;  of  your 
•worth,  that  makes  other  things  worthy. — You 
fmile  with  incredulity :  but,  remember,  I  am  a 
merchant,  and  value  truth  and  fair  dealing  be- 
yond my  life. 

ELLEN. 

You  mean  to  fay,  your  confcicnce  is  your 
book-keeper. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

I  mean,  that  my  heart  I  conlider  as  the  moft 
valuable  among  ail  my  goods. 

ELLEN. 
\Vould  you  make  merchandife  of  your  heart  ? 

CLARANSFORTH. 
No;  but  I  would  give  it  away. 

ELLEN. 

Men  and  children  give  tilings  away;  but  foon 
take  them. back  again. 

CLARANS- 

• 
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CLARANSFCRTH. 
Put  me  to  the  trial. 

ELLEN. 

Sir,  your  converfation  degrades  you.-^You 
forget  what  I  am. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
You  are  not  what  you  ought  to  be. 

ELLEN. 

Do  not  perfuade  me  to  think  fo.—--I  would  fit 
my  fentiments  to  my  fituation. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Rather  alter  that  which  fate  has  thrown  you 
in. — You  ferve,  and  might  command. 

ELLEN. 

I  am  content,  while  I  enjoy  command  over 
myfelf. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Why  not  be  the  miftrefs  of  me,  and  of  all  that 
is  mine  ?  Why  not  confer  happinefs,  while  you 
would  fecure  your  own  ?  Why  thefe  doubts  and 
fufpicions  of  a  man  who  loves  you  ? 

ELLEN. 

Why  this  ridicule  of  one  who  has  never  of- 
fended you  ? 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Ridicule  !-—If  you  could  fee  my  heart,  Ellen, 
you  have  too  much  juftice  to  infult  my  paffion. 
• — Indeed,  I  love  you !-— I  adore  you  ! 

ELLEN. 
Oh,  Mr.  Claransforth  !  [in  great  agitation.] 

CLARANSFORTH. 

For  heaven's  fake  !  you  alarm  me.— What's 
fhe  matter? 

ELLEN. 

I  am  not  eighteen — you  are  almoft  twice  my 
age,  and  nature  has  given  you  an  underftanding 

which 
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which  education  and  intercourfe  with  the  world 
has  rendered  far  fuperior  to  mine.  Can  it  be 
wondered  that  your  attentions  have  flattered  my 
vanity  ;  that  your  proietl;or.s  captivate  my  heart  ? 
Your  addrefles  have  the  f^me  weight  with  ma 
that  fimilar  addrefles  have  with  fr  iilar  young 
women  ;  and  I  tremble  left  the  event  fhould  be 
the  fame.  If  I  fly  from  you,  you  will  purfue 
ree;  if  I  vow  never  to  fubmit,  you  will  deter- 
mine to  conquer:  but  here,  without  another 
ftruggle  for  victory,  I  claim  your  protection.  — 
Weapons  of  refiftance  I  have  none  j  yet  do  not 
take  advantage  of  my  weakncfs.  —  Yielding,  I  beg 
for  mercy-r—  Let  me  live  with  honour!  [£*<r#Ag.~j 


CLARANSFORTH  [afide\. 

She  has  fixed  on  the  only  method;  —  me  agitates 
me  beyond  bearing.  [To  her"]  You  know  not  how 
you  diftrefs  me.  I  cannot  in  this  houfe  explain 
ell  I  wifh,  to  prove  my  love  to  be  real,  my  friend* 
Jhip  lafting:  —  leave  this  place,  throw  yourfelf 
folely  on  my  protection.  —  The  name  of  wife 
is  but  a  vain  appendage  to  the  uuion  of  hearts  j 
and  under  my  roof  -  - 

ELLEN. 

You  make  me  fnudder  —  Can  fuch  an  oiler  be 
the  refult  of  my  candid  declaration  :  But  I  thank 
vou,  Sir.-r-You  have  no  mercy,  no  pity  forme,  —  . 
and  you  change  my  love  to  hate.  [Exit. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Would  mine  could  be  fo  changed  !  But  thatf 
I  fear,  is  fixed.  Hark!  flie  is  returning.  Pro- 
voking !  her  lady  is  with  her.  —  Now,  there  I 
could  hate  mod  cordially,  without  one  effort. 

[Exit  on  the  oppofitefidq. 
Re-enter  Ellen,  feUtixcd  by  Lady  Mary  Diamond. 

LADY  MARY. 

Do  you  fuppofe  I  took  you  into  my  houfe  for 

the 
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the  employment  I  pretended?  to  take  care  of 
my  dreffes,  and  fix  them  becomingly  about  my 
perfon  ?  Do  you  imagine,  that  with  thofe  foft 
engaging  manners,  formed  to  feduce  the  other 
fex,  1  would  have  had  near  me  a  rival  fuch  as 
you,  but  for  fome  more  important  ufe  ? 

ELLEN. 
Dreadful !  \afidi\.— What  ufe? 

LADY  MARY. 

That  which  you  have  already  been  to  me.— • 
Why  do  you  think  I  fuffered  you  to  ride  by  my 
fide  through  London  ftreets,  but  that  you  might 
be  followed  by  unthinking  fools,  who  enrich  our 
pharo-bank  ? — You  are  .the  allurement  of  half 
thofe  madmen  who  lofe  to  me  their  fortune  ;  but 
of  all  thofe,  Claransforth  is  by  far  the  richeft  and 
the  leaft  fufpicious  of  our  aim  : — him,  then,  you 
rnuft  manage  artfully  j  and  .  bevyare  how  you 
quarrel  with  him. 

ELLEN-. 
But,  if  he  quarrels  with  me ? 

LADY  MARY. 

Then  make  it  up — kifs,  and  friends.  Why 
do  .you  ftart  ?  Tears  ! — then  I  fufpeft — Idiot'! 
Fool !  Now,  you  have  no  further  power,  and  we 
have  loft  him  as  a  vifitor.  Is  this  your  prudery? 
I  thought,  notwithftanding  your  poverty,  you 
were  at  a  virtuous,  honorable  family. 

ELLEN. 
And  fo  I  am. 

LADY  MARY. 

I  thought  that  you,  yourfelf,  were  nicely  deli- 
cate. 

ELLEN. 
And  fo  I  am. 

LA.DY 
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LADY  MARY. 

O !  I  give  you  joy ;  for  then  your  power  may 
not  be  over; — -but  if  fo,  of  what  have  you  to  com- 
plain ? 

ELLEN. 

That  his  behaviour  firft  gained  my  affection,-, 
and  now  excites  my  hatred. 

LADY  MARY. 
Are  you  fure  you  hate  him  ? 

ELLEN. 
His  very  name  gives  me  torture. 

LADY  MARY. 

I  underftand — he  planned  your  ruin. — In  re-' 
turn,  I  will  iuftruft  you  how  to  accomplish  his. 

ELLEN  [Jlarts], 
Not  for  the  world  !  j 

LADY  MARY. 

You  love  him,  it  feems,  then,  ftrll.  So  much" 
the  better.  I'll  point  out  the  way  you  ihall  be- 
come his  wife.  Our  party  entertain  the  hope 
that,  in  an  honorable  way  at  the  game  «f  pharo? 
\ve  may,  perhaps,  foori  make  him  poor  as  you 
arc.  On  this  very  evening's  play  fome  co; 
able  bets  are  laid,  that  he'll  not  be  a  rich  man 
to-morrow  morning.  A  feieft  company  fup  here 
this  evening. — You  muft  be  prefent;  and  take 
care  that -Clarar.stbrth  be  of  the  party.  In  the 
mean  time,  guard  fafely  thefe  inftrumenrs  of 
wealth  and  articles  of  transfer  between  us  gaming 
jobbers.  [Gives  dice  and  a  paper  to  Ellen.]  Only, 
ray  dear  Ellen,'  draw  Claransforth  here  to  night ; 
And  by  to  morrow,  reduced  to  poverty,  he  will 
offer  you  his  hand  in  marriage. 
ELLEN. 

That  would  be  triumph  indeed  ! 

LADY 
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LADY  MARY. 

I  knew  you  would  think  it  fo. — And  there  wrll 
be  yet,  perhaps,  fome  wreck  of  his  fortune  left,' 
that  may  allow  you  both  a  comfortable  fupport. 
And  you,  I  know,  with  a  hundred  a  year,  and 
half  a  dozen  children,  will  be  completely  happy. 

ELLEN. 
I  could  be  happy  on  a  lefs  income. 

LADY  MARY. 

But  you  mud  write  to  Claransforth  immediate- 
ly ;  and,  feeming  to  make  all  up  with  him,  per- 
fuade  him  to  keep  his  appointment,  elfe  he'll  npt 
be  here.  Come,  be  cheerful — he  (hall  be  your 
hufband  dill;  and,  with  him  and  virtue,  you'll 
be  as  rich  as  an  emprefs. — Go,  Write  to  bjm. 

ELLEN. 

No,  madam  ;  as  I  have  preferved  myfelf  from 
liis  defigns,  I  have  no  malice  towards  him,  and 
will  not  be  an  accomplice  in  his  ruin. 

LAPY  MARY. 
I  thought  you  wifhed  him  every  ill. 

ELLEN. 
I  thought  fo  too. 

LADY  MARY. 

Ay,  you  relent. — But  have  a  care  ;  do  as  I 
have  ordered  you;  and  fee  he  comes  to  meet  the 
company  that  expefts  him ;  or,  when  all  hopes  of 
his  joining  us  are  over,  I  will  fend  you  home  to 
your  parents,  as  unworthy  of  flaying  a  moment 
longer  in  my  family — as  one  devoted  to  Ciarans- 
forth:  and  the  very  degradation  which  you  dread 
fhall  be  the  tfigma  with  which  I  will  return  you 
to  your  parents.  [Exit. 

ELLEN.     [Alow.'] 

I  do  not  think   of  myfelf. — Ruin  !    beggary  ! 

poverty  !  perhaps  difba&ion  ! — To  fee  Clarans- 

F  forth 
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forth  reduced  to  thefe — The  very  apprehenfion 
has  awakened  all  the  tendernefs  I  thought  for 
ever  gone. — No  !  it  would  be  my  duty  to  fave 
any  of  my  fellow  creatures  from  fuch  calamity  : 
—and  to  fave  him,  I  find,  will  be  my  delight.— 
But  how?  He  would  not  believe,  were  I  merely 
to  fend  him  a  letter  on  the  fubje£t,  ftating  my 
fufpicions.  He  would  confider  it  as  fome  new 
artifice,  my  love  had  contrived,  to  draw  him 
back  to  me.-T-Unprincipled  as  he  is  himfelf,  he 
is  wholly  unfufpecling  of  the  wicked  gamefters 
who  vifit  this  houfe.  How,  then,  can  I  con- 
vince him  without  proof?  And  proof  is,  per- 
haps, here — [examines  what  Lady  Mar)  -has  fi'.t 
inker  hand r.j — Dice!  loaded,  falfe  dice,  perhans 
— and  a  paper  figned  by  Sir  Richard  Chances, 
Lady  Mary,  and  others. — A  wicked  plot  for 
Claransforth's  deftrudion. — I  will  take  all  thefe 
. — Yes,  I  will  take  them  all  j  and  with  my  c  -n 
hands  fafely  place  them  in  his — then,  bid  him 
farewel]  for  ever,  [£.v//. 


ACT. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.     Berkeley  Square. 
Enter  Claransforth,  reading  a  letter. 

T  CLARANSFORTH. 

XT  is  her  hand,  or  etfe  I  could  not  have  be- 
lieved ihe  would  have  afted  fo  inconlillc-ntly. 
—Ah  \  Woman  !  Woman  ! — Not  three  hours 
ago  (he  drove  me  from  her  fight  for  ever,  and 
now  appoints  a  meeting  in  this  fquare,  almo,ft 
at  twilight. — If  I  mould  have  mifs'd  her: — for 
whether  ihe  meant  to  be  on  this,  or  that  fide,  ilie 
was  in  too  much  hafte  to  tell  me. 

Enter  Ava,  who  paffeth  Claransforth. 
CLARANSFORTH  [turns  and  calls  after  him]. 
Ah  !  my  Indian  friend  !     How  do  you  do? — I 
am  glad  to  meet  you  once  again.    You  didn't  fee 
a  young  woman   pafs   any-where  here  lately— 
did  you  ? 

AVA. 
A  young  woman  ! 

CLARANSFORTK. 
Ay,  a  young  woman. 

AVA. 
What  fort  of  a  woman  ? 

CLARANSTORTH. 

Why,  zounds,  if  you  mis  ft  know — a  pretty 
girl, 

F  2 
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AVA. 

I  take  no  notice  of  pretty  girls ;— efpecialfy 
in  the  ftreets  of  London. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

No — you  would  prefer* them  at  your  lodgings: 
— and  'tis  better — more  prudent  for  a  man  of 
your  age. 

AVA. 

No,  Sir,  I  don't   mean 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Don't  be  in  a  paflion. — I  fhall  take  mine-  to 
lodgings,  as  foon  as  I  can  find  her. — But  you 
muft  get  out  of  the  way  when  (he  comes,  for 
ilie  is  fa  timid — fo  bafhful,  and  fo  innocent  ! 

AVA. 
Innocent  !  Then  do  not  you  be  guilty. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

.  Pfli a  ! — an  appointment  like  this. — But  tell 
me,'  my  honcft  friend  ; — you,  who  can  penetrate 
her  thoughts,  my  thoughts,  and  every  body's 
thoughts  !  who  can  converfe  with  fpirits,  and 
learn  all  their  ferrets ! — tell  me,  when  my 
miilrcfs  arrives,  will  fne  be  .kind,  or  cruel  ? 

AVA. 
Both! 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Equivocation  ! — But  oracles  never  fpeak  in 
direct  terms. — However,  my  dear  friend,  as  you 
once  made  the  offer  to  fliow  me  my  dead  father, 
I'll  change  the  mode  of  the  obligation,  and,  in- 
ftead  of  him,  bring  me,  immediately,  the  girl 
I  am  waiting  for. 

Enter  Ellen. — AVA  bows,  as  if  he  had  done  what 
ke  was  defired,  and  immediately  walks  away. 

CLARANS- 
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CLARANS FORTH  [calling  after  him"]. 
Lucky  rafcai !  Thank  you  a  thoufand  times.— 

My  dear  Ellen  ! — I  have  been  fo  anxious 

ELLEN. 

— And  fo  have  I — and  fo  frightened  ! — I  have 
been  prevented  coming  till  now — and  now  'tis 
almoft  dark,  and  I  tremble  fo ! 

CLARANSFORTH. 
My  dearefl  Ellen! — my  charming  love! 

ELLEN. 

No  flattery  j  but  hold  your  hand ;  and  let  me 
be  fure  you  have  them  fate. 

CLARANSFORTII. 
What  ? 

ELLEN. 

Oh !  I  fear'd  to  truft  any  other  perfon ;  left  by 
fome  accident  yon  fliou'dn't  receive  them  ;  or  not 
attend  to  the  warning  given  by  other  means  than 
my  word. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Dice!  Booking  at  ivhat  Jfie  gave  him.'] 

ELLEN. 

Falfe  dice  made  for  your  ruin,  which  was  to  be 
accomplifh'd  this  very  evening. — Read  this  paper 
, — Inftru&ions  to  the  party,  fign'd  by  Sir  Richard. 
— You'll  find  i  have  no  malice  to  you,  Mr.  Cla- 
ransforth  ;  although  I  have  formed  my  refolution, 
that  we  now,  on  this  fpot,  end  our  acquaintance 
for  ever. 

CLARANSFORTH  Dreading  the  paper] . 
"  Credulous   dupe,    Claransforth.     When   I 
"  throw  fixes,   be   fure  to  bet — Our   different 
"  fliares  not  lefs  than  fifteen  thoufand  pounds, 
"  bcfides  Lady  Mary's  demand. 

"  Richard  Chances." 
CLARANS- 
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CLARANSFORTH. 

-  -—Sir  Richard  too!  my  pretended  friend ! — And 
would  nothing  but  my  whole  fortune  content 
them  : — My  efcape  is  miraculous — Dear  lovely 
being — My  guardian  angel  ! 
ELLEN. 

But  my  lady  threaten'd,  fiiould  I  not  be  accef- 
fary  to  this  combination  againft  you,  me  would 
fend  pie  home  to  my  father's  in  difgrace. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Contemn  her  threats. — This  paper,  thefe  in- 
ftruments  of  fraud,  and  my  word,  mall  vindicate 
your  fame. — But  you  faint — fuller  me  to  convey 
you — 

ELLEN  [//•>  a  trewufaus  voice]. 
To  my  father's  inflautly;  and  let  my  lady's  bad 
word  follow  me,  if  it  muft  be  fo.  I  will  plead 
my  own  caufe  to  my  dear  parents — tell  them  I 
.have  only  done  my  duty  to  you/  then  promife 
them  faithfully  never  to  fee  you  more. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Never  fee  me  more  !  Oh,  Ellen  !  impofn- 
ble — You  do  not  mean  it.  Where  is  your  fafher's 
houfe  ?  I'll  take  you  to  him  myfelf,  and  tell  him 
all  your  wond'rous  worth. 

ELLEN. 

Oh!  not  for  the  world. — I  would  not,  for  the 
world,  you  fhould  accompany  me.  My  father 
is  a  moft  fevcre  man,  nicely  fufpicious. — Only 
put  me  in  a  coach,  and  direct  me  hog^e. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Suffer  me,  at  Jcaft,  to  go  with  you  part  of  tlie 
\vay. — Where  do  your  parents  live  r  Now,  I 
hope,  you  will  no  longer  refufe  to  let  me  know 
your  father's  name  ? 

ELLEN. 

My  reafons  for  concealment  are  at  this  time 
more  ftrong  than  ever.  I  cannot — will  not  dif- 

clofe 
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clofe  my  name. — Only  defire  the  coachman  to 
drive  towards  the  City-road. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Her  Father  a  fevere  mc/.i,  nicely  fuipicious  !  If 
I  retign  her  now,  me  is  loft  to  me  for  ever. — I 
cannot — 'tis  impoffible  [ajtdi\.  I  fee  a  coach — 
It's  coming  this  way— I'll  fecure  it,  and  be  with 
you  initantly.  [Exit. 

ELLEN. 

Oh  !  grant  my  mother  may  be  at  home,  and 
not  my  father,  when  I  firft  go  in. — To  her  I  can 
better  account,  than  to  him,  for  my  unexpected 
return,  the  necefiity  of  quitting  my  fervice,  and 
all  I  have  done. 
Claransforth  returns  with  a  Hackney-Coachman. 

CLA-RANSPORTH  \_afde  to  the  Coachman]. 
I  (hall  tell  you  "  the  City-road  ;"  but  drive  to 
the  corner  houfe — [IVhifpers  and  gives  him  money.] 

'[Exit  Coachman. 

ELLEN  [going  to  Claransfcr'.h]. 
You   are   very   good.     I  thank  you   for  your 
trouble.     Oh  !  that  my  parents  may  receive  me 
kindly. 

CLARANSFORTH.\ 

Lean  on  me — don't  tremble  fo .    \_AJicls> 

as  he  leads  her  off]  Oh,  pailion  !  pafiion  !  what 
a  fiend  art  thou  ! — While  I  practice  cruelty,  my 
heart  is  torn  with  pity.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.     A  room  In  Mr.  Metlarrd'i  honfe. 
Enter  MetJand,  and  fits. — A  knocking  at  the  door. 

METLAND. 
Come  in. 

Enter  a  Lawyer's  Clerk. 

CLERK. 
A  letter,  Sir. 

METLAND. 
From  Mr.  Lawlcy,  the  attorney  ? 

CLERK. 
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CLERK. 
Yes,  Sir!  [Ext'f. 

METLAND. 

Why  this  dread  of  -breaking  the  feal  r — I  am 
prepared  for  the  worft. — [Opens  the  letter  A — "  I 
*•  am  lorry  to  inform  you,  that  all  your  intreaties 
•*  -have  proved  fruitlefs.  This  moment  1  have 
"  received  orders  from  your  creditors  to  feize 
'•"  vour  goods: — I  haften  to  give  you  notice,  that 
A  may  not  tcel  the  blow  wholly  unprepared, 
"  and  that  you  may  take  advantage  of  the  night 
"  to  let  your  furniture  be  removed,  in  order  to 
'•  avoid  all  impertinent  obfervations  in  the 

"  neighbourhood." 1  thank  you,  friend. 

"  In  half  an  hour's  time  I  (hall  be  with  you" 

[After  a  panj~e~\     Well,  then,  come  and  take  all ! 
— My   wife,    my   children,   and  my  heart,  you 
cannot  take  from  me!     [Throws  himjelf  into  an 
Orm-chair,  and  covers  his  face  with  his  hands. ~\ 
Enter  Mrs.  Met  land. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

\\  hat  is  the  matter,  dear  hufband  ?  [Met- 
land  turns  himjelf  towards  her,  and  holds  out  his 
band.}  Good  heaven  !  what  thus  affecls  you  ? 

METLAND. 

I  was  confidering  what  you  would  do,  mould 
I  fall  fick. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

How  came  this  into  your  mind  : — I  hope  you 
are  not  ill  ? 

METLANIX 

No  ;  but  I  am  growing  old  ;  and  that  thought 
makes  me  melancholy. — How  would  you  be 
able  to  maintain  an  infirm  man  ?  What  would 
you  do  ? 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

I  would  fell  all,  except  your  bed,  and  one 
chair* — on  which  1  would  fit  by  your  bed- fide. 

METLAND. 
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METLAND. 

And  fleep  yourfelf  on  ftraw  ? 
Mrs.  METLAND. 

Why  not  ?  It  is  a  bed  on  which  thoufands 
repofe, 

METLAND. 
And  were  I  to  get  well  again  ? 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

We  would  refume  our  ufual  work:  and,  when 
\ve  had  earned  fufficient  to  buy  the  firft  pillow—- 
oh !  how  foftly  fliould  we  reft  ! 

METLAND. 

My  faithful,  my  good  wife  !  we  have  now, 
at  this  moment,  nothing  left. — This  very  night 
we  fleep  on  ftraw. — In  a  few  minutes  thefe  few 
goods  will  be  feized  by  my  creditors. 

Mrs.  METLAND    [alarmed}. 
This  evening  ! 

METLAPTD. 

I  expe£t  their  attorney  every  moment.     The 
evening   is    an    advantage    that   his    humanity 
grants  to  the  delicacy  of  our  fituation. 
Mrs.  METLAND    [///  great  agitation,  but  recovers 

herfelf- by  force}. 

Well,  well ;  I  now  thank  you  for  the  fad  in- 
trodu61ion  to  this  difclofure.  [Dtys  her  fears.] 
It  would  have  been  much  worfe,  had  I  been  ob- 
liged to  fell  all,  to  nurfe  a  dearly  beloved  huf- 
band. 

METLAND. 

Thus,  I  expected  to  find  you ;— and-  thus  I  do 
find  you.  Yes,.  Eleanor,  we  are  the  perfons  befi: 
able  to  bear  misfortunes  ;  for  we  have  done 
what  we  could  to  avert  them. — We  have  been 
diligent  and  frugal,  and  we  now  dare  fold  our 
hands,  and  pray  with  confidence,  that  heaven 
will  afiift  us. 

G  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  METLAND. 

Suppofe  you  go  to  your  fon  Charles  for  a  few 
months,  and  I  to  my  dear  Ellen. 
METLAND. 

Would  you  part  from  me  r  rob  me  of  my  only- 
comfort? — When  Providence  caft  poverty  into 
one  fcale  of  my  life,  (he  threw  into  the  other  the 
blifs  of  matrimony,  and  the  laft  fcale  funk. — 
We,  therefore,  will  live  together  "  till  death  do 
u  s  p  ar  t . "  [  Embracing  her .  ]  . 

Enter  Lawley. 

LAW  LEY  \fpeakmg  to  fome  one  without]. 
Wait  in  the  outer-room  till  I  call  you.  [Goes  ft 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Metland.]  Believe  me,  dear  Mr. 
Metland,  that,  during  the  thirteen  years  I  have 
been  in  my  profeffion,  I  never  pra6Ufed  it  fo 
Unwillingly  as  to-day. 

METLAND. 

To  /how  compafllon  is  a  benefaction.  Do 
your  duty — We  are  prepared. 

LAWLEY. 

I  am  glad  to  find  you  fo.  I  admire  your  for- 
titude; and  could  almoft  call  you  happier  than 
the  rigorous  men  in  whofe  names  I  now  appear. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

Here  are  the  keys  to  all  which  our  houfe  con- 
tains. 

LAWLEY  [jo  Mrs.  Metland]. 
You  will  have  the  goodnefs  to  point  out  to  me 
\vhat  isjcw  particular  property. 
Mrs.  METLAND. 
Nothing,  Sir. 

LAWLEY. 
In  pfefents — plate,  linen,  and  fo  forth. 

Mrs.  MET  LAND. 

I  was  but  a  poor  girl  when  my  hufband  mar- 
ried 
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ried  me,  and  brought  him  nothing  except  my 
heart. 

LAWLEY. 

Conlider,  you  are  both  now  verging  into 
years ;  and  if  deprived  of  every  convenience- — 

METLAND. 

Under  what  pretence  mould  we  keep  any 
thing  back  as  prefents  from  men  who  have  al- 
ready loft  too  much  by  us  j  or  as  gain,  from  a 
.known  fraud  ? 

LAWLEY  [moved]. 

I  perceive  that  you  are  richer  than  the  world 
fuppofes.  Well,  then,  let  us  make  a  beginning. 
— Is  this  writing-de(k  open  ?  [Metland  opens  it.~\ 
Won't  you  take  out  your  papers  ? 

METLAND  [while  he  takes  out  the  papers']. 
You  muft  know,  that,  of  all  I  poffefs,  the  lofs 
of  this  writing-defk  grieves  me  moft. 

LAWLEY." 

One  gets  accuftomed  to  a  favourite  piece  of 
furniture, 

METLAND, 

It  is  not  that.  "  This  writing-defk  once  be^ 
longed  to  my  old  friend,  the  late  Claransforth. 
He  fat  before  it  when  I  faw  him  for  the  ]a"ft  time. 
After  his  death,  I  vviih'd  to  keep  fomething  for 
his  fake;  and  this  defk  was  given  to  ne  by  his 
executors,  at  the  requeft  of  his  old  clerk,  Bank- 
well. 

LAWLEY. 

It  was  but  little  to  give,  confidering  the  great 
lofs  which,  as  it  is  faid,  you  hadjuft  fuftained. 

METLAND. 
It  is  now  empty — Here  is  the  key. 

LAWLEY. 
Have  you  taken  out  every  thing? 

G  2  METLAND. 
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METLAND. 
Yes,  every  thing. 

LAWLEY. 
Why,  here  is  a  fpring  and  a  fecret  drawer. 

METLAND. 
Not  that  I  know  of. 

LAWLEY  [touching  a  fpring,  which  throws  forth  a 

drawer] . 
A  drawer,  and  full  of  papers. 

METLAND  [fw 
They  don't  belong  to  me. 

LAWLEY. 
A  whole  parcel  of  bank-notes. 

METLAND  [looks  at  them]. 
Gracious  Power!    that  is  my  money. 

LAWLEY. 
Is  it  poflible  ? 

METLAND. 

Thofe  are  my  twelve  thoufand  pounds,  tied 
juft  as  I  left  them.  • 

Mrs.  METLAND. 
God !  thou  art  near  us  in  the  hour  of  trial. 

METLAND. 

Mr.  Lawley,  [examining  the  notes']  this  is  the 
fame  money  which  I  carried  to  old  Claransforth 
the  evening  before  he  died. 

LAWLEY. 

I  underfrand.— Now  all  is  cleared  up:  the  old 
man  put  by  his  frrend's  money  fafe  enough. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

He  was  juft  then  bufily  employed,  and,  cer- 
tainly, put  it  haftily  out  of  his  hand  into  this 
drawer. 

LAWLEY. 
It  is  clear,  it  is  clear!  And  I  am  fortunate 
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that  heaven  has  chofen  me  for  the  inftrument  of 
this  recovery. — Mr.  Metland,  I  with  you  joy, 
with  all  my  heart,  [Jliakes  him  by  the  hand\  and 
return  home  a  far  happier  man  than  I  came.  , 

{Going. 
METLAND. 

Stop,  Mr.  Lawley.  Dare  I  make  ufe  of  this 
money  ? 

LAWLEY. 

Why  not?  It  is  your  own. — Is  it  not  found, 
exacl,  as  you  have  always  defcribed  it  ? 

METLAND. 

But  have  I  not  juft  faid,  that  the  papers 
which  this  writing-delk  now  contains  do  not 
belong  to  me  ? 

LAWLEY. 
They  do  belong  to  you. 

METLAND. 

When  the  executors  of  my  old  friend  made 
me  this  prefent,  did  they  know  of  its  contents  ? 
And  dare  I  call  that  my  own,  which,  by  chance, 
remained  in  the  deik  of  a  deceafed  perfon,  whofe 
inheritor  I  am  not  ?  Dare  I  keep  filent  on  this 
occurrence  ?  May  not  fome  other  thing  be  in 
the  drawer,  befides  thefe  bank-notes  < 

LAWLEY  [cafis  a  look]. 

Very  true.- — And  there  lays  a  letter  furc 
enough,  which,  on  our  firft  joy,  efcaped  our 
notice. 

METLAND. 
A  letter!— To  whom? 

LAWLEY  [reads  the  direction!. 

*-  j 

"  To  my  fon,  Edward  Claransforth.  Not  to 
fl  be  opened  till  after  my  death." 

METLAND. 
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METLAND. 

Now — what  now  ! — Mult  I  embezzle  that 
letter  too  ? 

LAWLEY. 
•What  has  this  letter  to  do  with  your  money  ? 

METLAND. 
I  fhall  carry  both  to  young  Claransforth. 

LAWLEY. 

Take  my  advice— Young  Claransforth  is  un- 
thinking and  dilftpated.  Who  knows  but  that 
he  is  capable  of  accepting  the  money,  andj  in  a 
very  eafy  manner,  returning  you  thanks  ? 

METLAND. 

In  fulfilling  the  duty  of  an  honeft  man,  I  do  not, 
therefore,  renounce  .my  right.  Yet,  to  inveft  my- 
feifwith  this  property,  without  an  explanation,  I 
will  not. 

LA-WLEY. 

I  fee  you  are  determined,  and  I  fhall  fay  no 
ciore— =-Do  as  you  pleafe  :  and,  if  Claransforth  is 
not  diftioneft,  you  may  now  pay  all  your  debts, 
and  live  in  comfort  the  reft  of  your  life. — So  I 
jfiiail  tell  thofe  who  font  me,  and  my  bufmefshere 
\vill  be  over;  for  which  I  flmjl.be  heartily  glad. 
With  a  heavy  heart  I  came  into  this  houfe  j  with 
a  light  one  1  leave  it.  '  [Exit. 

METLAND. 
You  do  not  fay  a  iingle  word  to  all  this. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

I  will  not  deny,  that  to  me  your  virtue  ap« 
pears  rather  too  Uriel. — Is  the  money  not  uni 
queftionably  yours  ? 

METLAND. 

This  is  enough  for  my  confcience,  but  not  for 
example  fake. — In  a  word,  my  dear  Eleanor,  I 
feel  that  I  could  not  enjoy  it  without  the  full 
confent  of  young  Claransforth.     Early  to-mor- 
row 
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row  morning  I  will  haften  to  him,  and  put  an 
end  to  our  fufpenfe  and  argument  at  once.  [A 
loud  rap  at  the  door.] — A  loud  rap  at  this  houfe ! 
— Can  it  be  my  fon  ! 

Mrs.  METLAND. 

No  ;  for  he  took  leave  of  me,  going  out  of 
town  on  duty  till  to-morrow  noon. 
LADY  MARY  [without]. 

If  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Metland  live  here,  I  muft  fee 
them  immediately.  \_Enter  Lady  Mary].  My 
dear,  good,  worthy  people,  how  do  you  both  do  ? 
I  beg  pardor.  for  difturbing  you  at  this  late  hour ; 
but  I  could  not  go  to  reit  without  feeing,  and 
fpeaking  to  your  daughter  Ellen. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 
Is  (he  not  at  your  ladyfliip's  ? 
METLAND. 

She  is  not  at  home,  madam. 

LADY  MARY  [a/effing furprife]. 
Not  at  home  ! — Are  you  fure  of  it  r   Both  fure 
of  it? 

METLAND. 
Yes;  both. 

LADY  MARY. 

Why,  then,  I  have  only  to  fay,  Heaven  blefs 
you,  good  people  !— and  good  night. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 
Dear  madam,  ftay  and  relieve  my  mind. 

METLAND  [going  up  to  //«•]. 
Tell  me  the  worft. 

LADY  MARY. 

The  ta(k  is  too  difficult. — Excufe  me-*-No,  I 
cannot, 

METLAND. 

Look  at  my  poor  wife. — Kill  her  at  once,  or 
relieve  her. 

LADY 
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LADY  MAKY. 

Why,  then,  your  daughter  not  being  at  home, 
where  I  did  hope,  (though  I  muft  own  I  feared  I 
fhould  not  find  her),  confirms  me  that  (lie  is- 

Mrs.  METLAND. 
Not  dead  * 

METLAND. 
Not  worfe  than  dead  r 

LADY  MARY. 

Why,  that  is  as  you  may  confider  it.     Life  to 
moil    people    is    precious — And  yet,  h'fe,  with 
lofs  of  honour — [They  ft  art. ~\ — But  don't  fuppofe 
I  come  to  acquaint  you  with  any  thing  of  this 
kind  for  certain.     All  I  know  is,  that  your  daugh- 
ter, in  tears,  confefled  to  me,  this  morning,   her 
love  for  a  gentleman  who  occafionally  viiits  at 
my  houfe  ;  and  who  had  plainly  declared  to  her, 
as  me  informed  me,  that  his  intentions  towards 
her  were  not  fuch  as  her  friends  would  approve- 
— Yet,  knowing  this — and  after  all  the  good  ad- 
vice I  gave  her — flic  was.  feen  this  very  evening, 
lince  dark,  with  that  felf-fame  man,  in  a  hackney-' 
coach  ;  and  not  returning  to  me  by  the  hour  my 
doors  are  always  locked,  I  thought  it  my  duty  to 
come  and  ftate  all  this  to  you,  her  parents,  that 
no  reproach  may  reft  on  my  chara6ter. 

METLAND. 

Tell  me  the  villain's  name  with  whom  me  is 
fled! 

LADY 'MARY. 

There  I  muft  beg  to  be  excufed.  He  is  a  gay 
man  :  but  all  men  are  gay  now-a-days. — And 
your  daughter  is  a  young  woman :  but  all  wo- 
men are  young  now-a-days. 

METLAND. 
Bur.  Madam — the  name  of  the  libertine? 

LADY 
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LADY  MARY. 

I  trait,  Mr.  Metland,  as  a  man  of  honour,  you 
will  not  co'mpel  me  to  divulge  that  part  of  my 
ftory.  Confider,  you  have  a  fon  in  the  army ; 
and  were  I  fo  indifcreet  as  to  reveal  names,  a 
duel  might -enfue,  and  you,  by  to-morrow,  be 
childtefe. 

Mrs.  METLAND. 
I  thank  you  for  your  foreilght, 

METLAND. 

And  I  fubmit. — She  is  not  worth  the  hazard  of 
a  brother's  life.  Even  I  would  not  expofe  my- 
felf  for  her,  fuch  as  the  w/— though,  to  have  pre- 
ferved  her  what  (he  was,  I  would  have  died  with 

j°yj 

LADY  MARY. 

I  am  fincerely  glad  to  find  you  both  fo  rational ; 
and,  as  it  very  late,  and  a  very  dreadful  night, 
and  I  have  great  companion  for  my  horfes-— 
(one mould  be  kind  to  dumb  creatures),  I'll  take 
my  leave. — Adieu  !  I  hope  you  think  I  have 
done  my  duty. — Good  night  !  [Exit. 

METLAND. 
"  Good  night !"— Can  we  have  a  good  night  ? 

,  Mrs.  METLAND. 

No !  The  repofe  we  promifed  to  ourfelves, 
from  the  contents  of  that  defk,  is  gone  for  ever. 

MET  LAND  {laying  hold  of  her  hand']. 
Our  daughter  is  gone  for  ever — and  all  the 
gold  and  gems  contained  in  the  whole  world, 
would  not  repay  us  for  her  lofs.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT.  IV. 

SCENE  I.   The  lodgings  of  Ava  Thoanoa, 
Enter  Ava,  followed  by  a  Servant. 


\\7 

VV  HO 


do  you  fay  has  called,  fmce  I  have 
been  out  ? 

SERVANT. 
Only  this  gentleman.     [Gives  a  card.~\ 

AVA. 
Claransforth  !  —  What  could  bring  him  here  ? 

SERVANT. 

The  gentleman  feemed  very  forry  you  were 
not  at  home  ;  and  faid,  He  would  call  again.  — 
Here  he  is,  Sir.  [Exit. 

CLARAXSFORTH. 

AVA. 
Good  morning,  Mr.  Claransforth  ! 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Good  morning,  Ava  !  —  I  hope  you  are  very 
tvcll  ?  [Throws  himjelf  in  a  chair.  ~] 

AVA. 
•    You  do  not  feem  as  \i  you  wore. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Why,  yes,  pretty  well  —  I  can't  fay  I  am  verv 
well. 

AVA. 

The  honour  of  a  vifit  from  you  is  totally  un- 
expected. —  How  came  you  to  know  where  I 

live  - 
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live  ?     I  don't  remember  your  having  aflted  me 
for  my  addrefs. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Bankwell,  my  clerk;  he  who  introduced  you' 
— I  afked  him  for  it.  [Sigh  heavily. ~\ 

AVA. 

But,  from  the  company  I  left  you  in  laft  night, 
I  could  fcarcely  have  expedted  to  fee  you  abroad 
thus  early. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Ha. !  What  you  mean  the  pretty  girl. — True  : 
after  you  were  gone,  we  went  to  a  houfe  to- 
gether. 

AVA. 
I  know  you  did. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
And  to  a  houfe  of  ill-fame. 

AVA. 
I  know  it. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Ay,  to  be  fure,  you  know  everything! — And 
'tis  this  very  knowledge  which  you  boaft  of  that 
has  brought  me  to  you  this  morning,  to  a  Ik  your 
alii  ft  a  nee. 

AVA. 

I  will  ferve  you  in  any  thing  that  is  honor- 
able. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

'Sdeath,.  Sir !  do  you  think  I  would  require 
of  you  any  thing  elfe  ? 

AVA. 

-You  are  out  of  humour — difpleafed,  uneafy. 
—What's  the  matter : 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Why  do  you  alk  ?  Don't  you-  know  without 
my  telling  you  ? 

H  2  AVA. 
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AVA. 

Perhaps  I  do.  —  But.  there  are  Come  things  I 
muft  be  told,  before  i  hazard  giving  an  affront 
by  mentioning  them. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Why,  this  is,  to  be  fure,  an  affair  of  fome 
delicacy;  and  pardon  me,  if,  in  what  I  am  going 
to  fay,  I  am  guilty  of  a  breach  of  delicacy  to- 
wards you.—  I  fufpect  you  are  mending  a  broken 
fortune,  by  being  the  fpy  of  fome  great  man, 
or  fome  foreign  power:  but,  be  this  as  it  will, 
vou  certainly  do  poffefs  yourfelf  of  moil:  excel- 
lent intelligence  concerning  others,  —  as  I  am  a 
proof.  Now,  whether  this  knowledge  comes 
by  natural  or  fupernatural  means,  that  I  will 
not  difpute  with  you,  —  it  mail  be  as  you  choofe  : 
only  have  the  friendfhip  to  take  fome  little 
trouble,  either  through  your  human  or  your 
infernal  agents,  to  find  for  me  fomething  I  have 
loll. 


And  what  is  the  thing  which  you  arc  To  earneft 
to  recover? 

CLARANSFORTH. 
It  is  a  perfon. 

AVA. 
A  perfon  !—  And  who  is  he  ? 

CLARANSFORTH, 
It  is  not  ks-y  it  is/«r. 

AVA. 
And  who  is  flie  ?  '[roughly.] 

CLARANSFORTJI. 

Whenever  an  old  man  talks  of  JJiet  how  crofs 
IK-  {peaks  !  —  In  fhort,  it  is  the  girl  you  faw  with 
me  iaft  night. 

AVA  [TC,-////  contempt]. 

And  would  you  employ  my  arc  to  recover  her  ? 

CLARANS- 
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CLARANSFORTH. 
Sooner  than  any  thing  in  the  world. 

AVA. 

A  pretty  girl  is  eafy  to  be  found,  without  the 
art  of  conjuration. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

But  what  is  another  man's  tafte  may  not  be 
be   n-Ine ;  and  ker  you  few  with  me  laft  night  I 
would  give  twenty  thoufand  pounds  you  could 
fee  with  me  again  to  night. 
AVA. 

Without  applying  to  me,  a  flender  part  of  that 
fum,  I  fliould  conceive,  would  fulfil  your  wifhes. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

No  I'— (lie  is  virtuous,  and  not  to  be  pur- 
chafed. 

AVA. 

And  do  you  pretend  that  the  girl  who  accom- 
panied you  to  fuch  a  houfe  as  you  have  men- 
tioned  

CLARAKSFORTH,. 

In  that  me  was  deceived.  She  thought  I  was 
going  to  take  her  to  her  parent's  houfe. — And, 
oh  !  what  aggravates  my  grief,  my  remorfe,  her 
father  was  my  father's  friend — a  man  of  the 
ftrifteft  honour,  who  loft  his  fortbne  in  our  houfe 
• — His  name  is  Metland. — This  I  only  learnt  an 
hour  ago  from  the  fervants  of  Lady  Mary  Dia- 
mond.— The  daughter,  from  motives  of  prudence, 
bad  concealed  from  me  the  name  of  her  family. 

AVA. 

And  inftead  of  taking  her  to  this  honored  pa- 
rent's houfe,  you  took  her  to  one  devoted  to  pur- 
pofes  vile  as  your  own. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

From   whence,    infulted   by  my  paffion,  (he 

found 
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found  means  to  efcape,  while  I  left  her  for  a  few 
moments  to  the  care  of  one  of  the  family. 
AVA.' 

And  do  you  wilt  to  purfue  her  to  her  prefent 
afylum  ? 

CLARANSFORTH. 

What  afylurn  ?— I  have  fent  fpies  to  her  fa- 
ther's, and  have  been  myfelf  at  the  lady's  with 
whom  flie  lived.  She  has  returned  to  neither 
place — and  where,  in  the  midft  of  a  cold  ftormy 
night,  (lie  could  ihelter 

AVA. 

No  matter  where,  fmce  (he  was  fheltered  from 
you. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

The  moment  I  found  (lie  had  efcaped  ma,  I 
put  piftols  in  my  pocket,  and,  like  a  madman, 
ran  half  the  town  over,  refolutc  to  regain  her. — 
My  emiffaries  have  been  through  the  other  half. 
— In  vain  all  oAir  efforts  to  find  her. — And  now, 
defpairing,  I  am  come  to  you — \  ou>  who  can 
fearch  the  grave,  and  bring  forth  the  dead,  can- 
not you  difcover  the  abode  of 'the  living  ? 

AVA. 

No  i  for  my  art  is  harmlefs. — The  dead  arc 
beyond  your  po.wer  to  injure  j — the  living  you 
would  deftroy. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
I  waftse  my  time  in  talking  to  you. 

AVA. 

Still  'tis  but  wafted. — Your  time  would,  pro>- 
bably,  be  worfe  fpent  in  occupation. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Ava  Thoanoa,in  what  ha-ve  I  offended  you,  that 
you  perfitl:  in  your  malignity  towards  me  ? — As 
my  father's  friend,  I  received  you  kindly,  bore 
iill  your  reproaches  with  patience,  and  from -my 

heart 
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heart  forgave  you; — -nay,  for  that  vencrabk  face 
and  foleran  accent,  I  half  believed  the  falfitie.* 
you  uttered. 

AVA.    ' 
Falfities! 

CLARANSFORTH. 

,  Submit  to  the  reproach,  or  raife  me  fpe&res.- — 
This  is  the  very  time. — My  feelings  are  fo  pain- 
ful, I  want  them  expelled  by  others  ftill  more 
acute. — And  if  you  have  any  arts  to  play,  any 
tricks  to  mow,  begin  inftantly.  I'm  in  a  humour 
to  fear  nothing, 

AVA. 

This  is  not  a  humour  for  me  to  aft  upon.  You 
muft  be  prepared,  properly  prepared  by  calmnefs 
and  reflexion,  before  your  fenfual  eyes  can  be- 
hold an  airy  form — a  departed  fpirit. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Why,  then,  I  have  an  appointment  within  an 
hour  that  will  better  than  any  thing  elfe  prepare 
me  ;  for  it  is  at  one  of  the  moft  retired  and  pious 
houfes  in  town,  where  nothing  is  feen  but  the 
purelt  manners. 

AVA. 

And  what  could  induce  you  to  vifit  at  fuch  a 
houfe  ? 

CLARANSFORTH. 
A  pretty  girl. 

AVA. 
-    Another  pretty  gir.l  ? 

CLARANSFOHTH. 

Oh  yes — I  have  a  thoufand — but  they  are  none 
of  them  to  compare  with  her  I  have  loft ; — and 
yet  they  muft  be  my  relief  from  the  poignant 
ienfe  of  my  misfortune.  And  fo,  when  I  have 
been  at  the  Quaker's,  and  compofed  myfelf,  I'll 

come 
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come  back  to  you — And  you  engage  to  mow  me 
what  you  have  promifed  ? 

AVA. 
I  do. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

I  thank  you.-^-Any  amufement,  my  dear  Ava, 
16  keep  me  from  refle&ion.  [Exit. 

AVA. 
No !  rather  will  I  bring  you  to  reflection. 

[Exit,  on  the  oppqfite  Jide. 

SCENE  II.     The  Honfe  of  Timothy  Starch. - 
Enter  Ruth  and  Eniign  Metland. 

ENSIGN. 

At  length  I  have  watched  your  father  and 
mother  from  the  houfe. — And  now,  Ruth,  anfwer 
me^-Is  the  report  true  of  their  intention  to  marry 
you  to  Mr.  Claransforth  ? 

RUTH. 
It  is  their  intention,  but  not  my  will. 

ENSIGN. 

Can  you  then  contemn  all  the  riches  of  Cla- 
ransforth, and  prepare  to  take  a  long  journey, 
one  that  wilt  laft  for  life,  in  company  with  a  poor 
man  ?  Will  you  not  be  peevifli,  and  lament, 
when  the  roads  are  bad,  and  the  ups  and  downs 
of  marriage  cares  jolt  and  joftle  you  ? 

RUTH. 

Not  if'they  call  me  againft  the  man  I  love; — 
for  I  would  cleave  unto  him  for  fupport ;  yea, 
verily,  I  would — and  think  hills  and  dales  more 
pleafant  with  him,  than  a  finooth  beaten  way 
with  any  other. 

ENSIGN. 

Hark!  I  hear  fome  one  coming. — Perhaps 
your  father  !  Let  rne  retire  into  this  room.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  CJaransforth  on  the  oppofitejide. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Beloved  Ruth  !  1  am  not  in  fpirits  j— but  your 
charms  will  revive  me. 

RUTH. 

Neighbour  Claransforth,  I  am  in  fpirits ; — but 
your  prefence  will  deprefs  them. 
CLARANSFORTH. 

My  dear,  enchanting,  prim  Ruth,  where  is 
your  mother  ?  '"here  is  your  father  ?  I  hope  they 
are  well ! — Where  are  they  ?  [PreJJ'es  her  haud.~\ 

RUTH. 

I  with  they  were  here,  that  they  might  -re- 
prove thee  for  thy  impertinence. 
CLARANSFORTH. 

Impertinence! — Why,  that's  my  lovef  my 
adoration  of  you. 

RUTH. 

Why  doft  thou  come  to  me,  neighbour,  to 
make  profelTions  of  thy  affection  ?  For  thou 
doft  not  love  me,  I  can  perceive  by  thy  vacant 
eye,  thy  abfent  thought,  and  carelefs  manners. 
—Verily,  thcfe  are  no  arguments  of  the  lover. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

lf  Verily,"-  what  maketh  thee  fuch  a  con« 
noifleur  in  j  udging  of  love, 

RUTH.  ' 

That  which  maketh  a  connoifleur  in  all  the 
arts, — practice. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Indeed  ! 

RUTH. 

Yea,  friend. — Verily,  from  the  firft  dawn  of 
my  underftanding,  1  have,  had  an  ear  for  mufic, 
an  eye  for  painting,  a  tafte  for  poetry,  and  a 
heart  for  love. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
I  rejoice  to  Hear  it. 

I  RUTH. 
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RUTH. 
But  not  to  ]ove  thee,  friend. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Whether  me  or  not,  the  picture  of  yourfelf, 
which  you  have  drawn,  is  fo  enchanting,  it 
animates  me  to  vow  upon  your  lips.  [As  he  is 
going  to  falute  her — 

Enter  Rachel  Starch. 

RACHEL. 

Neighbour  Claransforth,  neighbour  Clarans- 
lorth,  is  this'  neighbourly,  thus  to  aflail  my 
daughter  ? 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Friend  Starch,  friend  Starch,  is  this  friendly, 
thus  to  come  unwarily  upon  me  ? 

RACHEL. 

Doft  thou  mean  to  make  my  daughter  thy 
fpoufe  r — Say,  inftantly,  yea  or  nay. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Nay. 

RACHEL. 

And  doft  thou  mean,  after  thus  dallying,  re- 
fer fake  her  ? 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Yea. 

RACHEL. 

Surely  thou  can'ft  not  leave  a  maiden,  whofe 
grief  at  thy  perfidy  will  continue  all  the  days  of 
her  life. — i*he  loves  thee,  Edward  ClaransForth,. 
and  has  facrificed  to  thee  her  hopes  of  marriage 
with  a  man  ot  fortune. — Who  is  now  to  become 
!;..r  hipport  ?  For  her  parents  are  poor,  and  can. 
give  her  no  portion. 

CLARANSFO  RTH. 
'Sdeath  I  [AJide,  a-,d  mcved.~] 

RACHEL. 

Wculd'ft  thou  deftroy  all  the  profpefbs  of 'an 
innocent  woman  c 

CLARANS- 
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CLARANSFORTH. 

No,  faith,  I  would  not !  J  mrght,  perhaps, 
love  to  do  a  little  mifchief;  but  not  a  great 
deal,  upon  my  honour,  without  thirfting  to 
make  atonement. — I  have  plunged  in  mifery 
one  young  woman — a  repetition  of  the  crime 
would  be  execrable.  djfide.']  Neighbour  Starch, 
if  I  have,. by  any  incoherent  expreflions,  misled 
your  daughter  into  an  error,  which  has  loft  her 
the  profpect  of  marrying  a  wealthy  man,  I  will 
make  all  the  atonement  in  rriy  power,  by  giving 
her  a  fortune  with  any  other  whom  Ihe  may 
choofe. — And  I  here  pledge  my  word,  that 

when  you  call  upon  me 

Enter  Enlign  Metland. 

ENSIGN. 

Hold,  Sir! — make  no  rafli  promifes.  That 
young  woman  has  fuffered  no  difappointment 
on  your  account ;  but  (he  is  conftrained  to 
filence. — Nor  had  me  ever  a  man  of  fortune 
for  her  fuitor. — I  am  her  only  lover  ;  and  I  am 
not  worth  a  guinea. — Ruth !  do  you  love  this 
gentleman  ? 

RUTH  \warmly\. 
No. 

EN  SICK. 
Whom  do  you  love  ? 

RUTH. 
Thee. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Sir,  you  ennoble  poverty. — I  am  moil  extremely 
obliged  to  you  for  the  information  you  have  given 
me  ;  and  1  entreat  you  will  favour  me  with  your 
addrefs. 

ENSIGN. 

Pardon  me — I  wifh  the  prefent  meeting  and 

converfation  to  be,    from   this   day,  forgotten ; 

I  2  parti« 
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particularly  the  part  I  have  taken  in  it.     This 
prejudiced  woman  will,  I  hope,  foon  perceive  • 
her  miftake ;  and  that  young  woman  will,  1  hope, 
foon  be  happily  married.  [£*/>» 

CLARANS FORTH. 

But,  Sir — [calls  after  the  Enfign-r-///^  turns  to 
Rachel]  — Grant  me  the  only  favour  I  (hall  ever 
aikof  you — Tell  me  the  name  of  that  gentleman. 

RACHEL. 

He  hath  offended  me,  and  I  will  not. — Follow 
me,  Ruth  Starch.  [Exit  Rachel — Ruth  following. 

CL'ARANSFORTH. 

He  mentioned  his  poverty :  and  if  it  vzere  in 
my  power  to  fupply  his  wants- 

Enter  Timothy  Starch. 

TIMOTHY. 

I  met  the  military  man  novV  coming  forth  from 
this  houfe  r—What.  means  he  by  ftill  vititing— » 

CLARANSFORTH. 

I  forget  that  young  officer's  name— rPray,  can 
you  tell  it  me.? 

TIMOTHY. 

Doft  thou  mean  the  Enlign  Metland,  whom  \ 
now  paffed  at  my  door  ? 

CLARANSFORTH    [Jiarttng^ 
Metland !  MetJand  ! 

TIMOTHY. 

Yeaj  fon  to  old  Metland,  who  lately  failed  in  - 
trade,   and  now  lives  in  a  cottage  in  the  City- 
road. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Is  he  his  fon  ?     \Afde.]     Oh  !  Oh  i    I  had  ra- 

Ihfjf  any  one  thnn  !          -[  To  Tinothy.]   Are  you 
Cure,  certain  ..  Metland's? 

TIMOTHY. 
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TIMOTHY. 

Certain  ! — Metland  has  but  one  fon,  and  one 
daughter. 

CLARANSFORTH  [enyiovfly~\. 

And  where  is  ihe  ? 

TIMOTHY. 

That  is  not  at  the  prefent  time  known.  The 
da^nfel  hath  fled  from  one  Mary  Diamond,  with 
whom  (he  lived,  and  has  gone  away  with  fome 
vile  u.an,  who  frequented  that  great  and  wicked 
houfe. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Heavens !  \_AJide.~] — And,  pray,  when  did  you 
frear  this  itrange  account  ? 

TIMOTHY. 
But  now— at  my  own  door. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

The  brother  did  not  feem  acquainted  with  the 
news. 

TIMOTHY. 

He  knew  it  not  till  this  inftant — when  his 
xveeping  mother  met  him,  and,  in  my  hearing, 
requefted  him  to  go  in  fearch  of  his  fifter,  and 
bring  her  home  to  her  bofom,  whether  fuHied  by 
the  embraces  of  a  feducer,  or  folded  in  the 
arms  of  death. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Oh,  dreadful ! — And  the  mother  lamenting  in 
the  ftreets ! 

TIMOTHY. 

Yea  5  it  would  have  made  thee  weep  to  have 
jiftened  to  her  lamentation.  For  my  part,  I 
feldom  cry — and  as  feldom  laugh. — I  keep  my 
paffions  cool  and  iteady,  as  I  keep  my  courrte- 

jiance.- What  is  the  matter  with  thine  ? 

CLARANS- 
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CLARANSFORTH. 

,  Quaker,  I  am  a  murderer. — If  the  daughter  of 
Metland  be  dead,  as  her  mother  apprehends,  it  is 
I  who  have  caufed  her  diflblution. — It  is  I  who 
feduced  her  from  her  home,  and  have  been  her 
murderer. — Where  mall  I  hide  rnyfelf  from  the 
load  that  opprefies  me  ? 

TIMOTHY. 

Neighbour,  thou  mud  not  hide  thyfelf  in  my 
houfe.  Why  tarrieft  thou  ? — Depart ! 

CLARANSFORTH  [Jnaftttiffve  to  Timothy]. 

Yes  j  I'll  add  fuicide  to  murder,  and  end  my 
remorfe  at  once. 

TIMOTHY    [going  calmly  up  to  kirn], 

And  where  would'ft  thou  be  buried,  friend  ? 
Before  thou  committed  .the  ram  aft,  to  whom  doft 
thou  bequeath  the  vaft  fums  of  which  thou  art 
pofleffed?  Whom  doft  thou  appoint  thy  pall- 
bearers? and  what  kind-  of  tomb-ftone  would'ft 
thou  have  ere&ed  to  thy  memory  ? 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Your  iron  heart  brings  me  to  myfelf. — While 
there  is  a  hope  my  Ellen  lives,  I  will  live  for  her. 
Quaker,  farewell  !  and,  notwithftanding  all  the 
agony  I  at  this  moment  endure,  I  would  not 
exchange  my  fenfibility  for  vour  indifference. 

[Exit. 
TIMOTHY. 
Verily,  he  fpeaketh  fooliflmefs.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.     An  apartment  at  Lady  Mary's. 
Enter  Lady  Mary,  followed  by  Ellen. 

ELLEN. 

If  I  have  ever  been  a  trufty  fervant— -if,  during 
the  whole  time  I  have  lived  in"  your  houfe,  this 

is 
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is  my  firft  offence-— if  I  have  always  paid  atten- 
tion, to  your  orders,  and  mown  tendernefs  when 
f?cknefs  took  from  you  the  power  of  command— 
if,  till  a  fatal  paffion  feifed  my  heart,  my  duty  to 
you  was  as  ftri6Uy  fulfilled  as  that  to  my  parents 
— if,  repentance  for  my  paft  fault,  and  promifc 
of  amendment,  can  make  any  atonement — oh  ! 
receive  me  again,  and  hide  my  failings  from  my 
father's  knowledge ! 

LADY  MARY. 

Failings,  indeed  1  A  pretty  foft  term  for  rob- 
bing your  miftrefs,  and  palling  the  night  with  a 
profeffed  libertine. 

ELLEN. 

I  did  not. — I  pa{Ted  it  under  a  fhed,  in  fight 
of  my  father's  door,  where  I  dared  not  rap. 
See — my  cloaths  have  been  drenched  with  rain, 
and  my  hair  is  ftill  damp. 

LADY  MARY. 
And  fo  your  lover  turned  you  out  t 

ELLEN. 

No ;  he  did  not  turn  me  out ;— -he  meant  to 
keep  me  fee  are — but  I  efcaped. 

LADY  MARY. 

Then  return  to  him  again;  for,  be  allured,  no- 
one  ejfe  will  receive  you. 

ELLEN. 

No;  there  is  my  lait night's  habitation  ftill  left, 
and  I  will  return  there.  \_Loitering.~\  Yet,  ma- 
dam, though  you  refufe  to  truft  me  again  your- 
felf,  you  may  not  wholly  defpair  that,  in  an- 
other fervice,  I  may  give  proof  of  contrition.^ 
and  retrieve  my  character.  You  will,  then, 
perhaps,  be  fo  compaffionate  as  not  to  reveal 
my  indifcretions  ^particularly  not  to  complain  of 
them  to  my  family ;  but  fuffer  me,  as  I  am  norv 

weak 
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weak  with  fatigue  and  forrow,  to  go  home,  as 
difcharged  by  you  this  morning  on  account  of 
ficknefs. 

LADY  MARY. 

A  mighty  pretty  plan,  and  a  very  proper  con- 
triver you  are,  for  theembellimment  of  a  falfe- 
hood  ! — Would  you  have  me  impofe  you  on 
your  father  and  mother  as  innocent  ?• — No !  So 
far  am  I  from  fuch  impof'ition,  that,  at  mid- 
night, when  I  found  you  did  not  come  home, 
I  went  to  them,  to  let  them  know  you  were 
gone  off  with  a  gentleman. 

ELLEN. 
Oh! 

LADY  MARY. 

You  may  well  figh  and  mourn ! — If  you  had 
feen  your  poor  mother — and  if  you  had  heard 
your  father — he  vowed  never  to  pardon  you—- 
and faid',  "  Were  you  ever  to  come  into  his 
prefence" — 

ELLEN. 
I  never  dare. 

LADY  MARY. 
And  your  poor  mother  1 — She" 

ELLEN. 

Oh!  tell  me  what  my  .father  faid  !— I  can 
bear  his  anger,  his  threats; — I  can  bear  that 
they  be  put  in  execution — i  can  bear  all — all 
things,  but  my  mother's  tears. 

LADY  MARY. 

And  you  wiH  not  have  them  to  bear  lorig,  if 
Itfnay  judge  by  her  prefent  grief. 

ELLEN. 

Madam,  I  take  my  leave — gladly  go— for  the 
piercing  winds,  florins  of  hail  and  thunder,  or 

the 
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the  hooting  of  the  rabble  to  a  difcardcd  wan- 
derer, would  not  be  half  fo  wounding  to  my 
ears  as  your  piercing  words!  [Exit  Lady  Mary.] 
Shall  J  follow,  and  kneel  to  her  ? — No  !  her 
heart  is  hard — every  heart  is  hardened  to  me—- 
and I,  who  never  in  my  life  did  wrong  to 
another,  am  myfelf  loaded  with  injuries — that 
will  drive  me  to  diftra&ion  !  [Exit,. 


ACT 
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ACT   V. 

SCENE  I.     An  'apartment  at  Claransforthrs. 

Claransfoith  difcovered^  leaning  difccnfolately  on  a 
fopha. 

Enter  Bankwell,  and  goes  fa-^ly  to  him. 

BANKWELL. 

J[  AM  forry  to  fee  you  fo  out  of  fpirits.— 
Surely  fomething  very  particular! 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Yes,   it  is. 

BANKWELL. 
Loft  a  great  fum,  perhaps  ? 

CLARANSFORTK. 
I  wiih  I  had. 

BANKWELL. 
I  am  glad  you  have  not. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Sir,  you  know  nothing  of  ray  concerns  be- 
yond the  counting-houfe:  nor  will  I  fuffer  you 

to  be  a  fpy. 

BANKWELL. 

I  beg  your  pardon. — I  did  not  come  as  a  fpy 
upon  your  forrows.  I  come  merely  to  deliver  a 
meifage. — A  pcrfon,  who  is  waiting  below,  re- 
quefts  a  few  minutes'  converfation  with  you. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Not  now. — I  can  fee  no  one  at  prefent. 

BANKWELL. 
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BANKWELL. 

I  was  afraid  fo — And  I  would  not  have  afked 
at  this  time  for  any  one,  except  the  perfon  in 
queftion. — But  I  was  forry  to  give  the  old  man 
the  trouble  of  coming  again. 

CLAR^NSFORTH. 

Oh,  k"  it 's  the  old  Indian,  you  may  admit 
him. 

BANKWELL. 
No,  Sir— it  is  oM  >-,r.  Mctland. 

OLAR AN' FORTH  [farts]. 
He  !— Old  Metiand.    [F*»/a//y.]    What  does 
he  want  ? 

BAIS*KWELL. 
That  he  wifties  to  tell  you. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

No,  I  can't  fee  him.  I  won't  fee  him.  I  am 
afhamed  to  fee  him — [AJide.}  Ailiamed  to  fee 
a  man  !  Then  am  I  degraded  beneath  one. — I 
will  have  courage,  and  endure  his  reproaches. 

BANKWELL. 
Did  you  give  me  in  anfwer,  Sir  ? 

CLARANSFORTH  [affe  Sting  indifference}. 
Yes — delire  Mr.  Metiand  to  walk.  in.-^-Show 
hinj  in, 

While  Bank  well  goes  out,  Garansforth  yAO-zw 

marks  of  extreme  embarraflmctit  and  confujion. 

"  Bankwell  re-enters,  with  Metiand,  and  retires 

immediately. 

Metiand  bows  humbly  to  Claransforth. — Cla- 
ransforth's  confujion  increafes. 
CLARANSFORTH. 

Mr.  Metiand  ;  you  do  me  much Will  you 

pleafe  to  fit  ? 

METLAND. 

No,   I  thank  you,  Sir.    The  bufmefs  on  which 

I  come  will  foon  be  over.     I  do  not  mean  to  de- 

K  2  tain 
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tain  you,  Sir,  more  than  a  few  minutes ;  there- 
fore I  will  proceed  without  ceremony.  \fThkfs 
from  his  pocket  the  notes,  juft  as  they  were  found  in 
the  'private  dra^ver^  and  lays  them  on  the  table  which 
is  Jtanding  before  them.]  Ihis  money  is  yours. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Mine  !  [Surpriftd.]     You  to  me,— money  I 

METLAND. 

You  may,  perhaps,  have  Heard,  that,  on  the 
iday  your  father  died,  I  brought  him  a  fum  of 
money  which  could  not  be  found. 
CLARANSFORTH. 
I  heard  fo,  with  concern. 

METLAND. 

After  the  fatal  accident,  which  at  that  time  we 
had  to  lament,  I  received,  as  a  keep-fake,  in  me- 
mory of  my  friend,  your  father's  writing-deik.— 
Your  clerk,  Bankwell,  remembers  the  circum- 
flance. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Probably. 

METLAND. 

In  this  writing-defk,  a  fecret  drawer  was,  yef- 
terday,  by  mere  chance,  difcovered. — It  contained 
twelve  thoufand  pounds,  which,  conformable  to 
my  confcience,  I  deliver  up  to  you. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

To  me  ! — Mr.  Metland !— -to  me  ! — Why  to 
me? 

METLAND. 

Becaufe  the  writing-defk  belonged  to  you; 
and  becaufe  your  truftees  and  executors,  when 
they  gave  it  me,  were  unacquainted  with  the 
treafure  it  contained. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

Twelve   thoufand   pounds. — Is  not  that    the 

amount 
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amount  of  the  fum  which  you  entrufted  to  my 

father  ? 

METLAND. 
Exaaiy. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
It  muft  then,  of  courfe,  be  your  own  money. 

METLAND. 

Mr.  Claransforth,  I  know  it  to  be  my  own  ;-— 
and  yet  the  manner  in  which  I  recovered  it  im- 
pofed  a  reltraint  upon  my  duty,  not  to  confider  it 
fuch,  till  you  had  acknowledged  it  mine. 

CLARANSFORTH  \afidi\. 

Good  heaven  i  what  a  family  have  I  wronged. 
— Dear  Sir,  hefitate  not  a  moment  to  take  it 
back!  \returnin^  the  money.} 

METLAND. 

You  are  then  convinced,  upon  the  word  of  an 
honeft  man,  that  this  is  my  property. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
•     I  am  convinced — i  could  not  think  otherwife. 

METLAND  [putting  the  notes  up]. 
I  thank  you ! 

CLARANSFORTH. 

.  And  be  allured,  Mr.  Metiand,  that  I  rejoice  ; 
and  am  more  happy  at  this  event  than  if  I  had 
faved  my  molt  valuable  (hips  from  wreck. 

METLANP. 

I  fee  my  old  friend  is  liill  alive. — Once  more 
I  fincerely  thank  you,  dear  Sir,  for  your  genero- 
fity — although  I  am  not,  from  fome  family  afflic- 
tions, exactly  in  the  (late  to  enjoy  it. 

CLARANSFORTH  [trembling] . 
What  afflictions  ! — may  I  venture  to  afk  ? 

METLA  ND. 

Ah  !  you  are  a  young  man,  and  an  umarried 
man ! — 'You  have  never  yet  experienced'  either 

'  the 
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the  joys  or  the  forrows  of  a  hufband  and  father. 
[Strug* 'ing  to  conceal  his  tears] 

CLARANSFORTH. 
But  I  can  fympathife. 

METLAND. 

No  dc>:bt  you  can. — But  fympathy  to  one, 
like  me,  caft  down — wounded  in  the  tendered 

part. But  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  have  no  right 

to  trouble  you  with  my  griefs. — Yet  they  will, 
at  times  burit  forth,  in  defiance  of  refinance,  in 
defiance  of  good  manners. — —And  now  they 
have  almoit  made  me  forget  part  of  my  errand.— 
Here  is  a  letter,  o'ir,  I  found  in  the  fecret  drawer 
of  which  I  have  been  fpeaking.  It  is  your  fa- 
ther's hand-writing,  and  addrefled  to  you.  '[Gives 
if,  and  is  going  ] 

CLARANSFORTH. 

A  letter  in  my  father's  own  hand  !  It  may 
relate  to  the  money  you  have  brought.— Stay, 
and  hear  me  read  it. 

METLAND. 
If  it 's  your  pleafuie. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

With  reverence  I  break  the  honored  feal,  and 
will  faithfully  perform  whatever  he  has  com- 
manded.— [Reads]  "  My  deareft  fon — this  let- 
"  ter  you  will  not  receive  till  you  have  loit 
"  your  father,  and  I  write  to  point  out  to  you 
"  where  to  choofe  another. — Metland  the  elder 
"  has  been  my  friend  for  many  years.  I  wifh 
"  him  to  be  yours  by  the  tie  of  relationfrip  :— 
"  His  daughter,  in  every  endowment,  lefemblcs 
"  your  deeeafed  mother. — I  was  .1  appy  in  the 
<4  marriage  Hate — That  you  may  be  fo,  1  recom- 
"  mend  to  you  Ellen  Metland  for  a  wife.  [//«? 
"  Jhcivs  great  emotion.}  Accept  of  this,  my  laft  ad- 

"  vice, 
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*f  vice,  as  you  wifh  me  peace  in  my  grave. — 
*c  With  the  hope  thaty  ou  will,  I  give  my  bief- 
"  Ting  to  you  both. 

"  Edward  Claransforth." 

[After  reading  the  letter,  Metland  and  Clarans- 
forthjtandforforne  time  fixed  andfilent. 
METLAND  [after  an  effort]. 

—Mr.  Claransforth,  you  fee  before  you  a 
poor -old  father,  funk  to  the  earth  with  ihame, 
difappointment,  and  forrow. — When  your  benefi- 
cent parent  wrote  that  letter,  [  had  a  daughter 
« — now  I  have  none. — [Bwjling  into  a  fit  of  tears] 
For  fhe  has  abandoned  m.-  and  her  mother — 

abandoned  herfelf. Oh  !   good  young  man  ! 

[taking  him  by  hand]  (lie  is  unworthy  of  you — A 
villain  has  feduced  her — has  deftroyed  that  vir- 
tuous being  who  was  the  pride  of  her  parents, 
and  might  have  been  the  happinefs  of  a  huf- 
baud. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

He  ! — that  villain  ! — fails  on  his  knees  before 

you,  and  entreats  for  mercy. Metland,  I  fa\v 

your  daughter,  and,  not  knowing  her  to  be 
yours,  by  my  arts  feduced  her  from  her  friends ; 
but  in  vain  all  my  attempts  to  allure  her  from 
virtue. — Wherever  (lie  is,  fhe  is  pure  as  her  guar- 
dian angel.  She  fled  my  carefies — And,  on  the 
oath  of  a  repentant  libertine — fhe  is  virtuous. 
METLAND. 

Audacious  profligate  ! — But  tell  me  where  Lhe 
is,  that  I  may  fiy — Where  is  my  child  ? 

Etilsr  Ava  Thoanoa. 

AY  A. 

Thy  child  lies  On  a  fick  bed,  attended  by  ph\> 
ficians,  who  dcfpair  of  refloring  her  to  health, 
fo  powerfully  has  affliction  viiited  both  mind  and 
body, 

METLAND, 
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METLAND. 

And  yet  I  truft  (he  will  not  die  !  —  Heaven  is  air 
merciful,  and  will  preferve  mine  and  my  poor 
wife's  fenfes  !  —  What  friend  to  me  has  opened 
his  door  to  a  haplefs  wanderer  ? 

AVA. 

I  —  in  my  purfuit  of  the  affli&ed,  I  met  her  in 
a  ftate  of  furrow,  bordering  on  diftra&ion,  and 
had  her  inftantly  conveyed  to  my  apartments.  — 
This  is  the  addrefs  where  you  will  find  her. 
[Gives  a  card.~\  Keep  it  private,  except  to  your 
own  family. 

METLAND. 

Blefs  you,  kind  Sir,  the  way  is  fhort,  and  yet 
it  will  feem  tedious.     [Going.'] 
CLARANSFORTH    [who  had  thrown  himfelf   dif~ 

traEledly  on  a  fop  ha  during  the  laft  fpeeck}. 
Metland  !-—  do  not  leave  me  without  your  tor- 
givenefs  ! 

METLAND. 
Villain  !  dread  an  injured  father's  wrath  ! 


CLARANSFORTH  [ 

Read  that  letter  —  You  know  the  hand.—  In 
aggravation  of  my  guilt,  it  is  my  wife,  the  wife 
to  whom  my  father  fecretly  betrothed  me,  that 
I  have  thrown  an  outcaft  on  the  world  —  In- 
dian, I  believe  you  —  I  now  firmly  believe  all 
you  have  told  me  !  My  father's  fpirit  cannot 
reft  while  his  laft  will  is  directly  violated,  and 
I  have  the  curfes  of  thofe  pious  parents  whom 
he  hoped  would  blefs  me.  —  I  am  this  infiant  at 
the  crilis  of  my  fate  ;  and,  if  thou  haft  fpoken 
truth,  precipitate  me  at"  once  to  better  or  worfe, 
by  fliowing  me  my  father. 

AVA   \_afterapaufe~]. 

You  are  unworthy  ot  the  promife  I  made  you.; 

but 
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but  my  word  has  more  weight  with  me  than  your 
offences. — Follow   me  to  my  lodgings. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.     The  lodgings  of  Ava  Thoanoa. 

Enter    two    Servants,    meeting. — One  with  Kghtst 
which  he  puts  down. 

Firft  SERVANT. 
Is  my  mafter  returned  ? 

Second  SERVANT. 

No  ;  but  I  expeft  him  every  moment— and  I 
hope  he  will  come  foon,  for  we  have  had  fuch  a 
number  of  cards  and  vifitors.  [Putting  cards  on 
the  table. — A  rap  at  the  door.] 

Enter  Ava  and  Claransforth. 

AVA. 
Who  have  called  fmce  I  have  been  abroad  ? 

[Servants  whifper  him,  and  exeunt.] 
Your  mafculine  vice  is  joined  to  feminine  weak- 
nefs  : — You  have  prated  of  the  art  which  I  com- 
municated to  you,  as  a  fecret,  and  every  gotYjp 
and  adventurer  in  town  apply  to  me,  as  a  con- 
juror, to  refolve  their  queftions. 
CLARANSFORTH. 

I  own  I  mentioned  your  pretended  art  at  Lady 
Mary  Diamond's,  and,  I  believe,  at  the  houfe  of 
one  Starch,  a  Quaker. — But  I  would  have  been 
fecret,  had  you  enjoined  fecrecy. 

AVA. 

Truth  requires  none. — But  here  's  Lady  Mary 
Diamond,  and  two  or  three  more,  my  fa  vants  in- 
form me,  mut  up  in  feparate  rooms,  till  I  have 
done  with  you  : — they  do  not  feek  truth,  but 
falfehood. 

GLARANSFORTH. 

But  come,  before  you  undeceive  them,  fa- 
tisfy  my  curiofity. 

L  AVA. 
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AVA. 

Are  you  prepared'?  [  Solemnly]  Do  you  think 
your  courage  will  not  fail  you  at  the  fight  of 
your  father? 

CLARANSFORTH. 

I  (hould  fink  to  the  earth  were  I  to  behold 
him  : — But,  confident  that  I  fhall  not — I  defy- 
both  him  and  you. 

AVA. 

Then  to  the  trial. — Stand  firmly,  and  keep 
your  eye  fixed  on  that  entrance— that  door. 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Very  well — I  do. 

AVA. 

Would  you  fee  him  alone,  or  (hall  I  ftay  with 
you  ? 

CLARAXSFORTIT. 
Alone  ! 

AVA. 
ril  fend  him  to  you,  then,  immediately. 

CLARAXSFORTH. 

No,  hold  !— you  fhall  Hay  by  me.  I'll  have  no 
irnpofition.  —  You  (hall  not  go,  and  move  a 
puppet  from  behind  a  curtain. — Stay  by  me,  and 
call  him  to  come  forth. 

AVA. 

I  muft  repeat  the  words  of  the  charm  in  pri- 
vate- :  then  I'll  return,  and  he  fnall  follow  me. 

CLARANSFORTH. 

.  How  powerful  is  the  eliVct  <*f  imagination  ! — 
The  liariiilVd  ft  ale  of  my  mind — my  remorfe— - 
night — and,  above  all,  thr  venerable  afpedt  of 
this  man,  and  the  folemn  language  of  hi*  fic- 
tions, put  me  in  a  tremor. 

Enter  a  perfon,  ivh1),  in  apptiifiiKee,  exaftly  reprefents 
Ava  Tboanoa. 

'     CLARANS- 


WISE  MAN  OF  THE  EAST.  75 

CLARANSFORTH. 
Well  ! 

The  fuppofed  Ava   holds   up  his   hand  to-  enjoin 
filence  :  then  turns  towards  the  door,  on  which 
he   and  Ciaransforth  fa  their   eyes,   with   an 
anxious   watchfidncfs,  when  Ciafansforth   (the 
father)    enters  flow  and  ftately  —  The  younger 
Ciaransforth  appears  amazed,  and  J/iocked. — 
The  elder  Ciaransforth  ^z«*/f  ./£*#/. 
CLARANSFORTH  the  Younger  [after  apaufe]. 
It  is   the  exact  figure  of  my  father — Exacl — 
and  almoft  makes  me  tremble. — Admirable  de- 
ception ! — furpriling  ingenuity  ! — wonderful  art! 
—Detain     him — 'don't    let   him    difappear — let 
me   furvey  him   nearer  firth     [Ciaransforth  the 
Elder   walks  forward  ]     Excellent  piece  of  me- 
.chanifm  ! — I   could  even  talk   or  kneel  to  that 
form. — -'Tis  moft  furprifing !  and   childiih.  pre- 
judices will  cling  about  me. — Yet,  that  you  are 
r*ot  a  ghoft,  I  am    certain. — But   what,  in  the 
name  of  wonder,  are  you  ? 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 

I  am  he  whom  you  miftook  for  Ava,  the 
Indian. 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Younger. 

Ah-!  my  good  friend  Ava,  himfelf,  in  the 
fhape  of  my  father. — Then  what  is  this  ligure  ? 
He  mu ft  be  a  ghoft  for  certain  : — [Goes  up  Vo  the 
perfou  who  represents  Ava. —  This  per  Jon  takes  off" 
his  -beard,  &c.,  and  dif covers  himfeif  to  be  Bank- 
well.]  : —  Bankwell  engaged  in  a  trick  upon 
me  !  Then  1  fee,  I  underftand  it  all. — That  is 
not  the  Indian  in  my  father's  iorm. — It  was  my 
father  who  put  on  the  Indian's — my  Jiving  father, 
who-but  feigned  to  die,  that  he  might  have  the 
means  to  fearch  into  all  the  frailties  of  his  fon. 

L  2  CLARANS- 
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CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
Your  conjecture  is  right — and  he  will  pu- 
nifh  thofe  frailties.  For  do  not  think,  becaufe 
I  have  defcended  to  practice  an  idle  decep- 
tion on  you,  that  I  mean  to  fool  on. — 'This 
trifling  was  but  to  fulfil  the  promife  I  was  pro- 
voked to  make  by  your  fccptic  difcourfe.  [Cla- 
ransforth  the  Younger  falls  on  bis  knees.]  —  No, 
Sir!  no  pardon  from  me — • 

[Enter  Metland,  and  Enfign  Metland]     . 
— till  you  have  received  it  here. 

METLAND. 

I  am  in  aftonifhment — Is  it  poffible  ? — Do  I 
behold  Claransforth,  my  former  friend  ? 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 

Say  your  prefent  friend — more  firmly  yours  than 
ever. 

METLAND. 

Amazement  ! 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 

My  friend,  I  have  watched  you  and  your  fa- 
mily, through  all  your  -farrows,  all  your  merito- 
rious conduct,  beneath  the  wrong  I  did  you,  and 
\vhich  it  ihall  be  now  my  happinefs  to  repair. — . 
I  have  watched  all  thofe,  too,  whom  I  equally 
loved  ;  and  I  have  found  the  far  greater  number, 
fuch  as  make  this  world  more  dear,  than  when, 
in  the  midll  of  my  houfe,  in  flames,  my  danger 
brought  to  my  recolle&ion  a  fecrct  paffage,  by 
\vhith  I  preferred  my  life — yet  preferved  it 
with  fuch  hazard,  that  you  all  thought  me  dead. 
This  gave,  to  my  curious  and  fufpicious  nature, 

an  opportunity  which    I   could   not  rcfift. 

Bankwell  alone  has  been  my  confidant  j — by  his 
means,  I  have  been  enabled  to  prove  all  your 
hearts  j  and,  I  rejoice  to  fay  that,  except  in  orie 

inflance. 
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inftance,  I  have  been  delighted  by  the  experi- 
ment. 

CLARANSFORTH  the.  Younger. 
I  am  the  exception. 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 

You  are. 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Younger. 
And,  yet,  how  I  have  (inned  againft  my  duty 
to  my  father  is,  to  myfelf,  unknown; — for  the 
inmoft  recetfcs  of  my  heart  cannot  reproach  me 
with  the  want  of  filial  love, 

'CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
You  have  finned  againft  heaven  and  your  neigh- 
bour.— I  take  thofe  injuries  on  myfelf. 

CLARANSFORTH  Me1  Younger. 
But  heaven  is  merciful.— So  fometimes  is  man. 

\JLnter  Ellen-,   leaning  on  her  Mother.] Ellen, 

would'ft  thou  forgive  me  ? 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
Dar'ft  thou  aik  it? 

CLARANSFORTH  ///£  Younger. 
Is  there  any  other  way  to  obtain  forgivenefs? 
— If  you  will  inftrucl  me  in  any  other,  whatever 
is  the  penalty,  I  will  fubmit  to  it. 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
Metland!  my  friend — can  you  ever  look  on 
this  man  as  your  fon  ? 

METLAND. 

I  can  look  on  him  ^  yours — and,  as  fuch,  for- 
give him. 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
But  the  reft  of  your  family — 
Mrs.  METLAND. 
I  love,  by  my  hulband's  example, 

ENSIGN. 
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ENSIGN. 
And  I  will  regard  him  by  my  fitters. 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
Young  woman,  whom  I  have  retrieved  from 
defperation,  and  whom,  from  your  childhood,   I 
have  loved  as  my  own — -do  not  deceive  me.. — Can 
you  forgive  this  man  ?     Can  you  be  thoroughly 
reconciled  to  him  ?     Could  you  take  him  for  a 
hufband  ? 
CLARANSFORTH  the  Younger  goes  to  her,  and 

kneels. 
ELLEN. 

While  heaven  remits  its  punifhment  on  my  of- 
fence, can  I  be  rigorous  to  others  ? 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Younger. 
I  will  deferve  the  confidence  you  place  in  me. 
— I  will  deferve  to   be  related  to  this   family, 
whofe  virtues  I  have  proved. 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
And  now  take  my  hand. — For  while  you  re- 
tain all  your  virtuous  difpotitions,  and  will  bauilli 

all- your  vicious  ones 

Enter  Ruth  Starch. 

RUTH. 
Doth  one  Ava  Thoanoa  abide  in  this~houfe  ? 

ENSIGN. 
Ruth  ! — What  can  bring  you  here  ? 

RUTH. 

I  came  to  afk  the  fortune-teller,  If  I  fliould 
ever  be  thy  wife  r 

Enter  Rachel  and  Timothy  Starch. 

RACHEL. 

Timothy!  It  is  as  I  have  faid  unto  thee  ;  hero 
is  the  foldier  and  thy  daughter  in  clofe  commu- 
nication. 

RUTH. 
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RUTH. 

Mother,  I  came  not  here  to  fee  the  foldier,  but 
to  hear  tidings  of  him  from  the  forcerer  who 
keepeth  the  houfe. 

RACHEL. 
A  forcerer !  Woe  be  unto  him  !  Which  is  he/? 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
If  I  may  aflume  the  myftery  of  fortune-telling, 
this  young  man  and  woman  [pointing  to  the  En- 
iign  rfw^'Ruth]  would  be  happy  in  marriage,  if 
they  could  gain  their  friends'  confent. 

METLAND. 

Whatever  will  render  my  fon  happy.,  I  ihali 
not  oppofe. 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
My  neighbour  Starch,  what  fay  you  ? 

TIMOTHY. 

Neighbour  Claransforth,  they  told  me  thou 
wert  dead  ! — but  thou  art  not,  I  find. 
CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 
I  am  permitted  to  revifit  this  world,  to  difpofe 
of  my  riches  worthily ;  and  I  mean  to  give  this 
young  Enfign  a  fortune,  in  addition  to  that  which 
his  father  will  give  him. 

TIMOTHY. 
But,  Ruth,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this  man  ? 

RUTH. 

Verily,  I  mould  like  to  become  unto  this  man 
fuch  as  my  mother  became  unto  thee. 

TIMOTHY. 

Then,  take  her,  young  man. — But  I  fay  unto 
thee,  love  her  only  with  that  difcreet  love  with 
which  I  have  lov'd  her  mother — and  which  made 
me  content  to  marry  her,  and  would  have  made 
me  equally  content  if  I  had  not. 

RACHEL. 
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RACHEL. 

And,  verily,  this  is  the  fort  of  prudent  love 
which  I  bear  unto  thee. 

CLARANSFORTH  the  Elder. 

What  various  manners  and  paffions  have  I 
witnefled  fince  my  difguife  gave  me  the  power 
of  judgment  on  the  failings  of  my  neighbours  ! — 
I  now,  in  my  turn,  am  to  be  judged ; — and,  in  or- 
der to  fupport  the  title  of  a  Wife  Man,  I  moft 
humbly  fubmit  my  chara&er  to  the  approbation, 
or  cenfure,  of— Wifer  Heads  than  my  own. 


THE  END. 
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WRITTEN    BY    JOHN    TAYLOR 
Sjoten  by  Mrs.  H.  JOHNSTONS,  in  the  CbaraS:r  of  RUTH. 

FRIENDS,  peradventure,  ye  may  deem  it  ftrange, 
That,  from  my  peaceful  fed,  I  thus  mould  range, 
And  chufe  to  join  in  wedlock,  undifmay'd, 
A  fuitor  in  terrific  red  array'd. 
But,  verily,  my  feelings  to  confefs, 
I  truft  when  m'arry'd  he'll  put  off  that  drefs. 
And  when  my  loving  helpmate  (hall  require, 
J,  too,  perchance,  may  caft  off  this  attire. 
Befides,  as  he  expounds  his  martial  creed, 
True  heroes  are  of  Nature's  nobleft  breed, 
Who  hazard  all  to  crufh  the  foes  of  Peace, 
That  wicked  ftrife  'twixt  human-kind  may  ceafe. 
If  fo,  this  foldier  well  my  hand  may  claim  — 
Our  modes  may  differ,  but  our  view's  the  fame  : 
And  tho'  in  marriage  he  fhould  hold  a  truce, 
And  turn  his  fword  to  fome  domeftic  ufe, 
Yet  fince  his  purpofe  with  my  doctrines  fuits, 
I  e'en  may  give  him  leave  to  raife  recruits. 
But  there  are  beings  who  in  war  delight, 
Bleft  when  a  poet's  blooming  hopes  they  blight, 
Like  their  old  fire,  the  ferpent,  prone  tohifs, 
And  always  on  the  watch  to  poifon  blifs  - 
Critics,  I  think,   they're  call'd,  —  a  refHefs  crew, 
Who  ftrike,  inftiuclively,  a  tall  that's  new. 

Now,  tho'  our  tribe,  averfe  to  hoftile  harm, 
Bids  man  in  ire  ne'er  lift  his  flefhy  arm  ; 
Yet  if  thefe  critics  come  to  damn  the  play, 
Twill  be  but  right  to  buffet  them  away, 

There's  a  kind  rule  of  a6Hon,  as  I  hear, 
Term'd  Gallantry,  which  generous  minds  revere  j 
Meaning,  no  doubt,  when  ftript  of  vain  parade, 
That  manly  ftrength  fhould  female  weaknefs  aid. 
Oh  !  may  that  courteous  rule  each  bofom  move 
Our  fitter  author's  labour  to  approve  : 
For  fiure  to  mend  the  heart  that  labour  tends, 
Ye  all,  to-night,  fhould  prove  a  SECT  of  Friends. 
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PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN      BY      MR.     TATLOR. 

fPQKEN  BT    MR.  SETTERTOX* 


/V  Well-known  Mufe,  who  labours  once  a-yearf 
And  oft  has  found  a  fafe  Afylum  here, 
Though  Critic  florins  a  Mother's  fears  excite, 
With  her  new  Offspring  ventures  forth  to-night. 
Confcious  the  features  muft  betray  the  Sije, 
She  feeks  for  no  difguife  of  vain  attire  ; 
What  honed  Nature  gave  (he  brings  to  view, 
•  And  for  a  kind  adoption  reds  on  you. 
Yet  haply  now  with  reafon  fhe  appears 
Oppret&'d  with  more  than  e'en  maternal  fears. 
For  fince  fhe  laftenjoy'd  your  foft'ring  fmile, 
A  German  Rival's  charms  have  caught  our  Ifle. 
And  though  fhe  knows  that  Rival's  favor'd  race, 
With  daring  force  combine  a  foft'ning  grace, 
She  knows,  befides,  that  one  of  native  breed 
May  always  hope  with  Britons  to  fucceed  : 
And  hence,  though  fafhion  call  her  bigot-fool, 
She  takes  no  lefTons  from  a  foreign  fchool — 
But  with  a  patriot  pride  fhe  lets  you  know, 
M  'Tis  Englifh  !  Englifh,  Sirs !  from  top  to  toe  !" 
While  on  your  liberal  candour  we  rely, 
And  Fafhion's  rage  with  patriot  zeal  defy, 
Think  not  our  Author  fees  with  jealous  pain 
Exotic  merit  Britifh  laurels  gain — 
No— when  to  ALBION'S  hofpitable  fhore 
MISFORTUNE  flies  protection  to  implore  ; 
Or  GENIUS  darting  from  a  diftant  fphere, 
That  mental  Comet  fpreads  its  radiance  here ; 
May  Britons  glow  with  philanthropic  fire, 
pager  alike  to  cherifh  and  admire  ! 
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SCENE— The  Country. 


MANAGEMENT. 


ACT    I. 

SCENE—  A  View    of  Sutberland-boufe,  Park, 
Gardens^  &c. 

Enter  GEOFFRY  and  two  other  Servants. 

GEOFFRY. 

COME,  buftle,  buftle — all  to  your  feveral  oc- 
cupations.— Blefs  me,  who'd  have  thought  of 
Sir  Hervey  coming  home: — go— enter  the  houfe, 
and  prepare  for  -his  reception — I'll  wait  his  arrival 
here.  [Servants  exeunt* 

Enter  JULIANA. 

Juliana.  Good  morning,  good  old  Geoffry. — 
I  have  once  more  eluded  the  vigilance  of  my  per* 
fecutor— once  more  ftolen  forth  from  the  caftle,  pur- 
pofely  to  vifit  this  fpotj  and  if  my  father  hears 
of  it,  I  hope  he  won't  be  angry  with  me  : — though, 
he  denies  me  his  protection,  furely  he  will  not  pre- 
clude me  from  contemplating  fcenes  that  remind 
me  of  him  and  my  dear  Mother  ! — why,  what's  the 
matter?  you  feem  agitated. 

Geoffry.  Well  I  may,  Mifs  Juliana— your  father 
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is  arrived  from  Italy,  and  I  expect  him  here  this 
very  day. 

Juliana.  Expect  my  father ! 

Geoffry.  Ay;  after  an  abfe nee  of  thirteen  years, 
I  expect  Sir  Hervey  once  more  at  Sutherland-houfe: 
—look,  here's  his  letter. 

JULIANA  (fnatching  the  letter,  reading  and  kijfing 
it}.  Oh,  I'm"  fo  happy  !—  I  (hall  at  laft  behold, 
perhaps  embrace  him. 

Geoffry.  Nay,  I  fear  otherwifej  Sir  Hervey  is  of 
a  mod  unforgiving  difpofition,  and  the  wrongs 
your  mother  put  upon  him  were  of  a  nature  not 
eafily  to  be  forgotten. 

'Juliana.  Wrongs  ! — what  wrongs,  Geoffry  ?  is 
the  dar  k  tale  for  ever  to  be  concealed  from  me  ? — 
I  am  deferted  by  my  father,  and  not  to  know  the 
caufe  ! — Come,  good  old  man!  remember,  you  pro- 
mifed  you  would  one  day  tell  me,  and  fince  we  arc 
alone,  and  may  not  have  another  opportunity, 
come  now — unveil  the  myftery— how,  how  did  my 
mother  wrong  him  ? 

Geoffry.  Well  then,  to  keep  my  word — Sir  Hervey 
ever  was,  and  I  fear  ever  will  be,  a  dupe  to  falhion 
and  its  follies: — he  gamed,  he  intrigued — and  though 
in  his  heart  devoted  to  Lady  Sutherland,  he  forfook 
her  and  his  home  for  fcenes  of  riot  and  diflipation. 

Juliana.  Unfortunate  infatuation ! 

Geoffry.  Lady  Sutherland  a  long  while  bore  this 
with  fortitude  and  refignation;  but  young,  beautiful, 
and  accompliihed,  furrounded  by  admirers  and 
neglected  by  her  hufband,  fhe  at  laft  liftened  to  the 
addrefles  of  an  artful  and  defigning  villain,  who 
convinced  her  of  Sir  Hervey's  infidelity,  and,  by 
means  of  forged  letters  and  other  artifices,  perfuaded 
her  to  elope  with  him. 

Juliana,  Indeed ! 

Geoffry . 
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Geo/ry.  'Tis  too  true,  madam; — but  her  guilt  was 
of  fhort  duration: — in  a  few  days  (he  came  back  to 
that  houfe,  all  penitence  and  (hame. — I  (hall  never 
forget  the  day. — I  told  Sir  Hervey  of  her  return, 
and  he  in  a  fie  of  rage  and  madnefs  bid  me  (hut 
the  door  againft  her  j  this  fhe  overheard  :  'twas  too 
much  for  a  tender  nature  like  hers  : — Ihe  fled,  and 
foon  after  died — died  of  a  broken  heart ! 

Juliana  (burjling  into  tears).  Oh,  for  mercy  !— 
my  poor,  poor  mother  ! 

Geoffry.  You  were  then  but  eight  years  old,  and 
till  that  hour  the  idol  of  Sir  Hervey: — but  your 
likenefs  to  your  mother  foon  making  him  wifh  to 
avoid  you,  you  were  removed  to  the  caftle;  where 
he  inverted  Mrs.  Dazzle  with  the  unlimited  power 
of  a  guardian  over  you,  and  which  I  fear  fhe  has 
exerted  like  a  tyrant. 

Juliana.  Yes.  — Sir  Hervey  could  not  mean  that 
I  fhould  be  her  prifoner! — But  go  on  :  he  went 
abroad— 

Geoffry.  He  did  —  to  Naples,  where  he  has 
ever  fince  refided :  and  now,  what  rhink  you, 
madam?  do  you  blame  the  living  or  the 
dead? 

Juliana.  I  have  no  right  to  condemn  either— -but 
in  my  mind  the  hufband  who  neglects  an  amiable 
wife  -is  refponfible  for  all  the  evils  that  enfue. — 
Died  of  a  broken  heart! — oh,  that  he  had  but  par- 
doned her  ! — then  he  had  had  a  wife,  and  I  a  mo- 
ther to  confole  me  ! — but  now Do  I  indeed 

refemble  her  ? 

Geoffry.  You  do — you  do. 

Juliana.  Thank  Heaven  ! — I  may  forgive  her, 
though  my  father  never  can. 

Worry  (fpeaking  without).  This  way,  my  lad — 
this  way. 

B  2  Juliana. 
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,  Juliana.  Ha!  there's  Sir  Hervey! — though  I 
wrfh,  you  don't  know  how  I  dread  to  Tee  him  :  let 
me  be  gone. 

Geoffry.  No,  'tis  only  Worry,  his  old  faithful  fol- 
lower; honeft  foul!  heand  your  father  were  foflered  by 
the  fame  nurfe  j  and,  though  long  fince  in  eafy  inde- 
pendent circumftances,  he  ftill  follows  Sir  Hervey 
from  motives  of  affection. — Suppofe  you  alk  him 
to  be  a  mediator  for  you. 

Juliana.  Not  now — another  time,  another  time 
—  I  muft  i  eturn  to  my  prifon  : — but  though  I  fhed 
tears  over  the  fate  of  my  mother,  don't  fancy  I  up- 
braid my  father.— -No  !  I  feel  for  both — and  lee 
him  dill  avoid,  ftill  punifti  and  abandon  me,  I 
know  his  motive :  and  the  fond  hope  that  he  will 
one  day  prove  a  parent  to  me,  will  make  me  bear 
even  greater  ills  with  patience. — Oh  1  may  that 
day  be  not  far  off!  for  'twill  be  theproudeft  and  the 
happieft  of  my  life.  [Exit. 

Enter  WORRY  and  a  Servant. 

Worry.  Mind,  do  as  I  order  you  j  when  the 
baggage  arrives  let  me  know.  (Exit  Servant.)  What 
Geoff!— give  me  your  hand,  old  Geoff!— Sir  Her- 
vey is  but  a  ftage  behind.— 'Slife !  I  thought  we 
ftiould  never  fhake  hands  again. 

Geoffry.  So  did  I  j  'tis  thirteen  years  (Jhaking 
hands  and  looking  bard  at  Worry') ;  but,  heyday  I 
how  you  are  altered,  Mafter  Worry  \ 

Worry.  Yes,  I'm  not  the  fame  man  I  was. 

Geoffry.  So  I  fee ;  but  how  has  it  happened  ? 

Worry.  I  don't  know — I  lead  a  different  fort  of 
life — I  think  ;  and  I'm  afraid  I  drink  a  great  deal. 

Geoffry.  You  drink !  you  that  ufed  to  be  the 
moft  temperate,  fober— ^» 

Worry. 
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Worry.  Ay  j  and  I  ufed  to  hate  cards,  you  know; 
now  I  could  play  all  day  : — I  ufed  to  break  ap- 
pointments ;  now  I  come  an  hour  before  my  time ; 
— and  I  that  always  laid  in  bed  till  nooa,  now  con- 
ilantly  rife  with  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 

Geoffry.  Why,  what  the  deuce,  are  you  mad? 

Worry.  No— I'm  married. — I've  got  a  loving 
jealous  wife  !— and  whilft  Sir  Hervey  is  continual!^ 
miferable  becaufe  Lady  Sutherland  ran  away  from 

him,  here  am  I 1  tell  you  what,  Geoff — if  Mrs. 

Worry  were  to  run  away  from  me,  I'm  fure  I  (hould 
be  too  much  of  a  philofopher  to  repine  on  the 
occafion. 

Geoffry.  What!  and  is  Sir  Hervey  likewife  al- 
tered ?— -or  does  he  (till  go  on  rioting  in  diffipation 
and  extravagance  ? 

Worry.  Worfe  and  worfe — only  yefterday  he 
employed  Mr.  Alltrade  to  raife  five  thoufand  pounds 
for  him  on  his  bond — offered  a  premium  of  fifty  per 
cent,  and  the  moment  he  receives  the  money,  away 
it  will  go  in  galas  or  at  the  gaming  table — No,  I 
beg  pardon — not  at  the  gaming  table — now-a-days 
no  money  ever  goes  there. 

Geoffry.  What !  have  they  left  off  playing  ? 

Worry.  No — but  they've  left  off  paying  j — and 
that's  the  reafon  the  faro  banks  are  knocked  up— 
when  people  only  play  for  love,  friendship  won't 
induce  them  to  keep  open  houfe. — But  Mifs  Suther- 
land— there's  Sir  Hervey's  greateft  plague.  A 
meeting  with  her  was  his  chief  motive  for  leaving 
Italy,  and  now  we  underftand  (he  vindicates  her 
mother,  and  takes  part  againft  him. 

Geoffry.  She  is  belied,   cruelly  belied ! 

Worry.  Nay  $  we  have  it  from  the  beft  authority, 

—Mrs.  Dazzle— the  lady  who  brought   her  up, 

and  for  whom  I   have  a  meflage—  but  of  this  be 

B  3  allured, 
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aflured,  Geoff;  Sir  Hervey's  cafe  isn't  half  fo 
defperate  as  mine: — he's  only  tormented  by  a 
daughter  who  will  try  to  break  his  heart,  but  I've 
got  a  jealous  wife,  who  will  actually  break  my 
head,  heart,  and  purfe  firings. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Servant.  Sir,  the  baggage  is  come. 

Worry.  You  hear — Mrs.  Worry  is  arrived.— 
Come,  will  you  go  and  be  introduced  ? 

Geoffry.  With  all  my  heart — but  mind  now — 
you'll  one  day  find  that  Mrs.  Dazzle  has  traduced 
Mifs  Sutherland,  and  only  becaule  fhe  was  a  great 
favourite  of  her  late  hufband's.  He  was  a  diftant 
relation,  you  know,  and  1  did  hope  would  have  re- 
membered her  in  his  will — but  no — he,  like  the 
reft  of  her  family — he — has  forgotten  her  ! 

Worry  To  be  fure  j  who  ever  got  any  good 
by  thele  diftant  relations?  Mrs.  Worry  has  a 
little  thoufand  ;  and  do  you  know  my  apartments 
are  fo  conftantly  cram'd  with  coufins,  neices,  uncles, 
aunts,  and  grandmothers,  that  at  dinner-time  I 
never  get  a  chair  to  fit  upon — I  eat  flying  ! — And 
talk  of  the  comforts  of  a  fire- fide,  curfe  me  if  I've 
been  within  ten  yards  of  mine  fince  the  day  I  was 
married  : — not  that  I  complain  of  cold  though— 
rny  houfe  is  warm  enough,  I  promile  you  : — but 
come  along ;  and  forry  am  I  to  be  convinced  of 
Mifs  Sutherland's  ingratitude. — Were  fhe  the  girl 
you  defcribe,  I  would  not  only  be  her  friend  and 
advocate,  but  if  Sir  Hervey  refuted  to  protect  her, 
I  would  myfelf  be  a  father  to  her.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE — An  Apartment  in  the  Cajile. 
Enter  Mrs.  DAZZLE  and  BETTY. 

Betty.  Even  fo, -ma'am;  Mifs  Juliana  firft 
robbed  you  of  your  hu/band's  friendfhip,  and  now 
of  the  Captain's  love. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Oh,  the  little  viper ! — but  I  know 
how  to  be  amply  revenged : — the  great  objeft  of  her 
life  is  a  reconciliation  with  her  father; — this  I  have 
already  prevented,  and  will  ftill  prevent. — But  the 
Captain,  Betty — do  you  think  he  has  ferious  views? 

Betty.  He  ferious  !  what  Captain  Lavifti  prefer 
Juliana  Sutherland  without  a  {hilling,  to  the  widow 
Dazzle  with  a  nett  eftate  of  five  thoufand  a-year ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  That's  true  : — I  married  little 
Jerry  for  his  fortune,  and  I  am  certainly  fole  hei- 
rcfs — to  be  fure  I  hav'nt  yet  feen  the  will,  becai;<e 
he  died  in  London  : — but  1  expedt  his  agent  Mr. 
Alltrade  with  it  every  moment,  and  then,  Betty  !— 
poor  Juliana ! — I  hope  the  Captain  will  allow  her 
half  pay. 

Betty*  Oh  you're  tooTiberal,  ma'am— but  fee! 
]iere  comes  Mr.  Alltrade  with  the  will. 

Enter  ALLTRADE. 

Alltrade.  Well !  madam,  as  good  as  my  word, 
you  fee : — this  moment  arrived  with  my  friend  Sir 
Hervey. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  You  are  very  kind,  Mr.  Alltrade  ; 
but  there  was  no  occafion  to  be  in  any  hurry — 
every  body  knows  how  little  Jerry  loved  me. 

Alltrade.  Oh,  there's  no  doubt  that  the  will  is 
completely  in  your  favour;  but  you  had  better  open 
it,  left  there  fhould  be  any  fmall  bequeft  or 
legacies — 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Well,  to  oblige  you  I'll  juft  caft 
my  eye  over  it—  (takes  the  will frgm  ALLTRADE) 
B  4  Poo' 
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Poor  Jerry! — he  ufed  to  fay  he  ihould  fall  a  martyr 
to  love.  (Reads  will)  :  "  By  this  my  lad  will,  I 
<c  Jeremiah  Dazzle  give  and  bequeath  all  the  pro- 
"  perty  of  which  I  die  pofieffed  unto  that  moft 

"  lovely  and  accomplifhed  of  her  fex" Spare 

me — fpare  a  poor  widow's  blufhes,   Mr.  Alltrade. 

Alltrade.  Nay  !   it's  not  more  than  you  deferve. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Oh,  Sir!  (curtfeying — then  reads 
on :) — ((  unto  that  moft  lovely  and  accomplifhed  of 
her  fex,  Juliana  Sutherland"— Juliana  ! — why,  Mr. 
Alltrade!  (Half crying.) 

All 'trade.    Go  on. 

Mrs.  Dazzle  (reads  on).  "  Juliana  Suther- 
"  land,  whom  being  deferted  by  her  father,  I  take 
<f  a  pride  in  adopting.  But  my  will  further  is,  that 
"  (he  hold  the  faid  property  no  longer  than  fhe  re- 
"  Mains  unmarried.  In  cafe  fhe  marries,  I  give  the 
"  fame  to  my  widow  Deborah  Dazzle.  And  my 
"  only  motive  for  thus  tying  up  my  coufin  Juliana, 
tf  is  to  lave  her  from  entering  into  a  ftate  to  which 

«c  I  fell  a  martyr." Why  it's  a  forgery  !    he 

could  not — dared  not ! 

Alltrade.  Nay — there's  no  doubt  that  it's  genu- 
ine—but be  compoied— doesn't  Mifs  Sutherland 
live  in  this  houfe  ? 

Mrs.  Dazzle.    She  does. 

Alltrade.  Then  it  dawns  !  it  glares  upon  me  !— 
Mark — if  fhe  marries,  the  eftate  devolves  to  you — 
are  not  thefe  Mr.  Dazzle's  words ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  They  are :  and  I  only  wifh  I  had 
been  behind  him  when  he  wrote  them ! 

Alltrade.  Well :  be  patient — don't  dtftroy  the 
will,  becaufe  that's  a  ferious  bufinefs  (pulling  up 
bis  neckcloth) : — only  conceal  it  till  you  get  Juliana 
a  hufband — then  fhe  forfeits  the  legacy,  and  you 
become  heirefs  to  a  hundred  thoufand  pounds. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Dazzle.    Why  that  looks  well — but  how  ? 
..the  Captain  won't  marry  her. 

Alltrade.  No,  but  I  will  ;  in  the  firft  place  her 
being  in  this  houfe  will  give  me  numberlefs  oppor- 
tunities j  and  m  the  next  I  am  employed  by  Sir 
Hervey  to  raife  five  thoufand  pounds  for  him  on 
his  bond — now  if  we  can  get  Juliana  to  join  in  it, 
I  lhall  have  them  both  fo  completely  in  my  power, 
that  if  I  fail  in  the  character  of  a  lover,  I  may 
fucceed  in  that  of  a  creditor  : — you  underftand. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  I  do— excellent ! — and  as  a  re- 
ward for  your  trouble — 

Alltrade.  I  only  afk  a  third  of  the  eftate. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Granted — it  is  a  bargain. 

Alltrade.  Say  you  fo  ? — then  let's  to  work  in- 
ftantly — and  look  here  comes  one  who,  from  his 
influence  -over  Sir  Hervey,  we  muft  fecure  as  a 
confederate. 

Enter  WORRY. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Worry,  "my  old  acquaintance  !— 
I  give  you  joy  of  your  marriage,  and  fincerely  wifli 
you  may  never  know  the  pangs  of  widowhood. 

Alltrade.  And  fo  do  I  with  all  my  heart, 
Worry. 

Worry.  And  I  wifh  with  all  my  foul  you'd  both 
keep  your  wifhes  to  yourfelves.  (AJide.'} — But  I  wait 
upon  you,  madam,  from  Sir  Hervey : — from  your 
account  of  Mifs  Sutherland's  undutiful  and  indif- 
creet  conduct,  he  perfifts  in  not  feeing  her,  and 
therefore  while  he  ftays  in  the  country,  he  begs 
Ihe  may  be  more  clofely  confined  than  e  ver. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  I'll  do  all  I  can  ;  but  (he  is  fo  art- 
ful and  defigning,  that  for  my  part  I  don't  think 
fhe'll  ever  be  fate  till  (he  gets  a  hufband  to  pro- 
tect her. 

Alltrads. 
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Alltrade.  Nor  I ;  and  I'll  tell  you  a  fecret, 
Worry — I  love  her,  and  wifti  to  be  that  hufband  j 
and  fince,  from  my  humble  birth  and  inferior  fitu- 
ation,  I  cannot  afpire  to  gaining  Sir  Hervey's  con- 
lent,  will  you  aid  and  affift  the  marriage  ? 

Worry.  With  all  my  heart — the  more  matches  the 
better. — When  one's  in  a  fcrape  onefelf,  nothing's 
fo  confoling  as  to  fee  all  one's  friends  in  the  fame 
fituation.  (Afide.)  I'll  aflift  you — but  about  the 
bond — have  you  raifed  the  five  thoufand  pounds. 

ALltrade.  No  \  and  I  defpair  of  fuccefs — the 
friend  I  applied  to  wants  Mifs  Sutherland  to  join. 

Worry.  She  join  !  why  fhe's  as  poor 

Alitrade.  I  know — but  he  fays  (he  has  rich  re- 
lations— may  have  a  handfome  Jegacy — in  fhort, 
it  wiii  mend  the  fecurity  : — therefore  let  Sir  Hervey 
know  this,  and  he  will  fee  the  neceflity  of  com- 
manding her  to  fign  inftantly.  fWoRRY  is  going.) 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Good  day,  Worry— I  (hall  be  al- 
ways glad  to  fee  you :  and  becaufe  there's  a  hatch- 
ment over  my  door,  don't  fancy  this  is  abfolutely 
the  houfe  of  mourning. 

Worry.  No,  ma'am  j — I — I — (laughing  and  try^ 
ing  to  conceal  it). 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Why,  what  do  you  laugh  at  ? — 
(peak  out — you  won't  ofFend  me. 

Worry.  Shan't  I,  ma'am  ?— then  begging  your 
pardon,  you  need'nt  have  caution'd  me }  for  I  al- 
ways look  on  a  hatchment  outfide  of  a  widow's 
houfc  like  a  fign  over  an  inn — a  certain  emblem 
of  revelry  and  good  cheer. — And  when  I'm  a 
widower — oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  (Jhakes  his  heady  figbst  and 
exit.) 

Alltrade.  So  far,  fo  well  j  he's  in  our  intereft— • 
but  to  get  this  bond  out  of  Sir  Hervey's  hands,  we 
muft  at  leaft  advance  a  few  hundreds,  and  where 
to  raife  even  thofe — for  my  part  I  haven't  a  guinea. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Dazzle.  Nor  I  now  a  (hilling  l—r 
nor  do  I  know  where  to  raife  one  ? 

Alltrade.   No! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  No ;  unlefs  indeed  Mr.  Mift  the 
manager  of  our  country  theatre — 

Atltrade.  What!  the  quondam  filverfmith  of 
Cheapfide  ! — he's  an  old  friend  of  mine, 

Mrs.  Dazzle^  Is  he  ? — then  you  may  aid  my 
fuit. — You  muft  know,  fmitten  with  the  love  of 
fame,  eager  to  acquire  the  reputation  of  wit  and 
genius,  1  have  written  a  moft  magnificent  play, 
which  of  courfe  I  am  all  anxiety  to  fee  acted  ;  he 
has  already  promifed  to  come  and  read  it,  and  if  it 
meets  with  his  approbaiion,  very  likely  he  may 
advance  the  money  necefiary  to  pay  Sir  Hervey. 

Alltrade.  True — fuppofe  1  haften  his  vifit — I'll 
feek  him  inftantly  j  and  whilft  you  keep  Juliana 
out  of  fight,  I'll  keep  the  will  out  of  fight — (-put- 
ting will  In  his  pocket}.— And  with  regard  to  the 
play,  it  >ou  get  money  by  it,  depend  on'c  you'll 
get  reputation  alfo  ;  one  generally  follows  the  other. 

Mrs  Dazzle.  So  it  does— and  how  the  cafe  is 
alter'd  ? — formerly  wits  had  no  money,  and  now  he 
that  has  no  money  has  no  wit ;  for  whilft  a  bad 
joke  will  be  applauded  from  the  head  of  a  great 
able,  a  good  one  will  be  loft  if  fpoken  by  him 
who  has  nothing  but  wit  to  recommend  him  !— but 
away  to  the  manager — let  the  war  begin,  and  doubt 
not  our  victory  !  \Exeunt* 
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SCENE— 0*(#/<?  of  tbe  Theatre. 

Enter  STOPGAP  (from  the  Box-ojpce}. 

Stopgap.  Pooh — I'll  fit  there  picking  my  teeth 
no  longer ; — (lay  for  ever,  there  won't  be  a  place 
taken  •>  for  well  as  Mr.  Mift  might  underftand 
conducting  a  (hop,  he  knows  fo  little  how  to 
manage  a  theatre,  that  during  the  time  1  have  been 
prompter,  treafurer,  box-book-keeper,  and  deputy 
manager,  there  have  been  only  three  boxes  taken—- 
and they  were  by  particular  friends,  who  thought 
they  did  him  an  honour  by  corning  in  with  orders 

pfha  ! — I'll  go heh? — who's  here  ? — aha  r 

a  flat  at  lad  ! 

Enter  ALLTRADE. 

Stopgap.  This  way,  Sir, — there's  the  office — have 
a  front  row  in  any  part  of  the  houfe,  Sir — 

Alltrade.  Sir,  I  want  to  fpeak  to  Mr.  Mift— 
where  is  he  ?  (STOPGAP  holds  down  his  head}.— 
Why  don't  you  anfwer  me  ? — where  can  I  find  him? 

Stopgap.  He's  walking  on  the  London  road— 
you'll  find  him  there,  all  anxiety,  looking  out  for 
the  new  Harlequin  whom  we  expedl  every  hour 
by  the  flow  waggon. 

Alltrade.  Expect  Harlequin  by  the  flow  wag- 
gon! 

Stopgap.  Yes,  Sir :  and  between  you  and  me,  'tis 
high  time  he  camej  we  play  to  (hocking  houfes — 
laft  night  to  Hamlet  we  were  obliged  to  make  a 
fhew,  by  (hoving  the  band  into  the  pit,  the  orange 
women  into  the  boxes,  and  the  door-keepers  into 
the  galleries.— Indeed  no  wonder  at  it,  for  Mr. 
Mift  himfelf  played  Hamlet. 

Alltrade. 
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Alltrade.  The  old  tradefman  act  Hamlet ! 

Stopgap.  Even  fo — he  always  will  act  the  beft 
part — but  here  he  comes,  and  fpite  of  the  bad 
houfes,  all  buttle,  life,  and  animation  ! 

Enter  MIST. 

Mift.  Damn  that  flow  waggon — not  here  'till 
feafon's  over — however,  fure  of  tol  lol  houfe  to 
night — fine  day— ftrong  bill — nothing  againft— 
what  Jack  !  Jack  Alltrade  ! — why  what  brings  you 

to  this oh  !  oh  ! — fly  dog  ! — written  a  Farce — 

can't  get  it  acted  in  London — and  fo  come— — • 

Alltrade.  Not  I  upon  my  honour. 

Mift.  Want  an  engagement  then!— what's  your 
line?  Ben,  Scrub,  and  Calliban;  or  Richard,  Romeo, 
and  the  tiptops — no  difference  though — tragedy  or 
comedy — play  which  you  will,  Jack — fure  to  en- 
tertain audience— he  !  he  !  he  ! 

Alltrade.  Why  'Slife — here's  an  alteration  ! — 
when  I  laft  faw  you,  you  were  leaving  off  trade  with 
a  capital  fortune,  and  retiring  into  the  country  free 
from  the  cares  and  vexation  of  bufinefs. 

Mift.  Hem  !  much  you  know  of  the  matter — 
when  I  loft  c^re  and  vexation,  loft  my  two  beft 
friends. 

Alltrade.  Care  and  vexation  your  beft  friends ! 

Mift.  Yes :  couldn't  tell  what  to  do  with  myfelf 
—all  day  long  watching  clock,  or  yawning  at  ftreec 
door — could'nt  bear  it — hardly  alive — thought  of 
opening  new  {hop— wl-.^n  one  lucky  day ! — play 
houfe  put  up  at  auction — always  had  theatrical 
twift — fo  bid  handfomely — knock'd  down  at  large 
fum  to  be  fure — but  what  then  ?  been  happy  ever 
fmce— had  care  and  vexation  in  abundance — but 

mum— 
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mum— (han't  (lop.here — London — Covent  Garden 
— Drury  Lane — they're  my  objedl ! 

Alltrade.  Indeed  ! — then  why  not  make  them 
your  object  now  ?— why  not  engage  London  play- 
ers ? 

Mift.  Urn!  (/naming  his  fagers)—t\\at  for 
London  players — and  that  for  London  authors— 
foon  have  beft  actor  and  fined  writer  living — heh  : 
know  who  I  mean  ?  (mimics  Harlequin.') 

Alltrade.  Harlequin  ! 

Mift.  Right — back  his  wooden  fword  againft 
their  wooden  heads — bring  all  Europe — young  and 
old  boys — little  babies,  and  full  grown  babies : — and 
then  for  falary— only  twelve  (hillings  a  week,  and 
fare  of  (low  waggon — whereas  thefe  London  gen- 
tlemen, with  their  ten  pounds  a  night  and  poft 

chaifes  and  four befides,  won't  do  here  ? — don't 

I  come  from  London  ? — don't  I  act  Hamlet,  and 
to  what  ? — not  enough  to  pay  the  lighting  ? — but 
can't  (lay — muft  go  look  after  the  tricks— muft 
get  all  fmooth  'gainft  great  man's  arrival. 

Alltrade.  Nay:  I've  an  invitation  for  you—- 
Mrs. Dazzle  is  extre,mely  anxious  about  her  play, 
and  requefts  you'd  wait  upon  her.  « 

Mift.  I  wait!— who's  manager  ? — befides  d— d 
fluff  I  fuppofe. 

Alltrade.  That  I  can't  fay — but  when  I  tell  you, 
{he  is  a  lady  I  have  the  greatefl  regard  for 

Miftt  Enough— come  this  evening — be  there 
before  doors  open — till  when,  in  the  words  of 
Hamlet,  Remember  me ! 

Alltrade.  Hamlet ! — in  the  words  of  the  Ghoft, 
you  mean. 

Mifl.   Yes :    but  when  I  act  H'amlet,  play  the 

Ghoft  too — always  take  every  good  fpeech  in  the 
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and  whip  into  my  part— I'm  manager— 
ie!  he!  he! 

Alltrade.  Well,  adieu — and  after  the  reading, 
I'll  look  in  at  the  theatre. 

Mift.  Do — (han't  coft  you  a  farthing — put  you 
in  at  ftage  door,  and  fit  in  my  box — Strong  bill  to- 
night— Beggar's  Opera  in  two  acts — Filch  by  a 
gentleman  of  the  law,  being  his  firft  and  laft  ap- 
pearance on  any  ftage — after  which^  a  grand  fpec- 
tacle  of  my  own  writing,  called  "  Gulliver  the 
ff  Great."— In  the  firft  aft,  all  the  characters  will 
be  killed — in  the  fecond,  introduced  their  execu- 
tors, adminiftrators,  and  affigns — but  come  and 
judge.— I  fay  though,  when  new  pantomime 
comes  out,  trouble  you  not  to  walk  about  the 
town,  Jack. 

Alltrade.  Why  ? 

Mift.  Why  ! — who'll  pay  to  look  at  my  clown, 
when  they  can  fee  you  for  nothing — he  !  he !  he ! 
—come  along,  Stop.  [Exeunt, 


THE    END   OF    THE    FIRST  ,ACT. 
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SCENE— Outfde  of  the  Caftle. 

Enter  Sir  HERVEY  SUTHERLAND,  WORRY,  end 
GEOFFRY. 

Sir  Hervey.  'Sdeath  !  how  mortifying !  how 
perplexing  ! — and  yet,  without  the  money,  inevit- 
able ruin  follows.  Are  you  fure  that  was  Mr. 
Alltrade's  mefiage  ? 

Worry.  Yes,  Sir;  he  cannot  raife  the  five 
thoufand  pounds  unlefs  Mifs  Juliana  joins  in  the 
bond. 

Sir  Hervcy.  Well,  be  it  fo.— Enter  the  caftle 
inftantly,  and  tell  her  'tis  by  my  command ;  the 
firft  and  lad  requeft  her  father  ever  will  make  to 
her — begone — [WORRY  *#//].— And  now,  old 
man,  obey  my  orders — let  there  be  mafks  and 
dancing — I  cannot  encounter  folitude«— that  leads 
to  thought,  and  thought  engenders  madnefs ;  and 
I  muft  plunge  'midft  any  fpecies  of  fociety  to  fave 
me  from  myfelf :  therefore,  let  the  doors  of  Su- 
therland-houfe  once  more  be  opened,  and  let  re- 
velry and  good  cheer  welcome  my  return. 

Geoffry.  I  (hall  obey,  Sir. 

Sir  Hervey.  Give  general  invitation  to  my 
friends. 

Geoffry-  Your  friends ! — Oh,  I'm  glad  of  that, 
Sir — then  I  hope  I  know  one  who  will  be  of  the 
party, 

Sir 
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&r  Hervey.   Indeed  !  who,  GeofFry  ? 

Geoffry.  With  fubmifiion,  Mifs  Juliana,  Sir— 
don't  be  angry — but  if  the  title  of  friend  admits 
any  one  into  your  houfe,  in  my  mind  none  ought 
to  be  more  welcome  than  your  own  daughter. 

Sir  Hervey.  How  !— have  a  care,  Sir. 

Geoffry.  Nay,  you  are  deceived,  cruelly  de- 
ceived ;  Ihe  has  no  hope,  no  wifh  beyond  you  : 
only  this  very  morning,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  Ihe 
exclaimed,  "  The  day  that  reconciles  me  to  my 
"  father  will  be  the  proudeft  and  the  happieft  of 
"  my  life  !" — Thefe  were  her  words — and  now,  to 
fee  her  imprifoned  !  -  '(pointing  to  the  caftle.} 

Sir  Hervey  (much  agitated}.  Did  (he — did  fhc 
fay  this,  GeofFry  ? 

Geoffry.  She  did,  Sir — and  at  the  fame  time  fhe 
put  on  fuch  a  fweet  fafcinating  look — exactly  fuch 
a  one  as  her  late  mother 

Sir  Hervey.   Who,  Sir  ? 

Geoffry.  Such  a  one  as  poor  Lady  Sutherland, 
Sir, 

Sir  Hervey.  DiftracVion ! — you've  raifed  the 
latent  fury  here ;  and  I  would  fooner  preis  a  viper 
to  my  bread  than  the  image  of  a  woman  who  had 
fo  wronged  me. — I'll  hear  no  more — befides, 
this  is  all  artifice — 'I've  been  informed  how  well 
fhe  loves  her  father;  and  for  the  imprifonment 
you  talk  of,  I  fandtion  and  approve  it. — Better  be 
even  cloiftered  thus,  than  only  come  into  the 
world  to  vindicate  and  (hare  a  falfe,  falfe  mother's 
crimes. 

Geoffry.    What!     can   Mrs.  Dazzle    be    bafe 

enough 

Sir  Hervey.  Peace,  old  man — on  pain  of  your 

difmiflal    utter  not  a  word  againft    that  beft  of 

women  and  of  friends. — Attend  me  home,  and 

c  inftantly 
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inftantly    make   preparation   for    fplendid    hofpi- 
tality. — (Going.} 

Geoffry.  Look,  Sir! — only  look  ! — there's  poor 
Mifs  Juliana  fitting  at  her  prifon  window  ! — fee, 
how  innocent  and  how  melancholy  (he  appears ! — 
Suppofe  now  you  were  juft  to  flay  and— and — 
fpeak  to  her,  Sir. 

Sir  Hervey.  I  fpeak  ! — away  ! — lead  not  my 
mind  to  thoughts  that  madden  whilft  they  charm 
me  — No — in  the  hufband's  wrongs  I'll  bury  all  the 
fond,  fond  feelings  of  the  father. — (Going,  Geoffry 
ft  ops  him.} 

Geoffry.  Nay,  Sir,  only  turn  and  take  one  look 
at  her 

Sir  Hervey.  I  dare  not — I  dare  not — (rujhes 
out,  followed  by  Geoffry). 

SCENE— An  Apartment  in  the  Cajlle. 
Enter  JULIANA.  - 

Juliana.  Oh,  what  a  fate  is  mine! — a  father, 
whom  I  haven't  feen  from  infancy,  and  now  fo  near 
me— and  I'm  denied  the  fight  of  him — nay  more, 
am  told  that,  by  his  orders,  this  place  is  ft-ill  to  be 
my  prifon. — Oh,  my  mother  !  I  feel  my  heart,  like 
yours,  can't  long  fupport  it. —  (Weeps.} — I  Ihall 
foon  follow  thee! 

Enter  WORRY. 

Worry.  So,  there  fhe  is— what  a  frightful,  unr 
dutiful  countenance  ! — Oh,  fhe'll  fee  us  all  ftarve 
before Madam ! 

Juliana.  As  I  live,  the  man  that  GeofFry  fpoke 
of — what  can  he  want? — (Advances  towards  him.} 
—  May  lafk — I  hope  SirHervey's  well  ? 
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Worry.  No,  he's  very  ill,  I'm  very  much 
obliged  to  you. 

Juliana.  Ill  ! — heavens! what's  his  com- 
plaint ? 

Worry.  An  ungrateful  daughter! -Your  par- 

don,  ma'am — perhaps  I'm  fomewhat  blunt — but 
I  have  lived  with  Sir  Hervey  thefe  twenty  years: 
if  he  has  faults  to  others,  he  has  none  to  me;  and 
though  the  world  deferts  him,  it  is  my  duty  to 
Hand  or  fall  with  him. 

Juliana,  Well,  I  applaud  your  zeal  j  but  why, 
why  charge  me  with  ingratitude  ? 

Worry.  Becaufe  you  are  his  enemy ;  becaufe 
you  take  the  part  of  her  who  bafely  wrong'd  him. 

Juliana.  Hold,,  cenfure  me  as  much  as  you 
p!eafe  ;  but  breathe  not  a  fyllable  againft  my 
mother. 

Worry.  There!   you  avow  it;  you jufiify 

Juliana.  No— but  I  feel  for  her;  1  lament  her 
fate  :  that  confolation  Sir  Hervey  cannot  deny  me. 
— And  lee  him  know  me  before  he  condemns  me  ; 
for  how  can  that  child  be  called  ungrateful  who 
never  had  an  opportunity  of  evincing  cither  her 
duty  or  affection  ? 

Worry.  How! 

Juliana.  1  never  wronged  him;  and  even  in  rry 
infancy  he  (hut  his  doors  againft  me.< — I  am'  his 
child  ;  and  by  denying  his  protection,  he  has  ex- 
pofed  me  to  the  felf-fame  frrares  my  mother  fell -a 
martyr  to. — -I've  not  difgraced — I've  ever  loved 
him  :  and  let  him  give  me  but  the  trial — oh  !  let 
him  take  me  to  his  heart ;  and  if  the  carefles  of  an 
affectionate  daughter  do  not  atone  for  the  errors  of 
a  mifguided  mother,  then  let  him  cait  me  from 
him  ;  but  till  then  Jet  him  not  accufe  me  of  in- 
gratitude. 

c  2  Worry. 
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Worry.  What !  and  you'd  how  handfomc 
me  looks ! — you'd  be  loving  and  dutifuj  ? 

Juliana.  Oh  yes — I'd  watch,  I'd  nurfe  him— 
weep  as  he  wept,  and  blefs  each  fmile  that  cheered 
him  :  and  when  time  had  mellowed  his  grief  into  a 
fweet  remembrance  of  my  mother's  lofs,  then  I'd 
retrieve  her  honour  in  the  grave  : — in  my  un- 
varied truth,  all,  all  fhould  be  forgotten.  I  would 
revive  the  friendfbip  that  he  bore  her,  and  (he 
Ihould  live  again  in  Juliana. 

Worry.  Blefs  my  foul  ! — now  only  think  of  my 
not  marrying  fuch  a  woman  ! — and  if  he  wanted 
money,  and  you  had  it  to  lend  him 

Juliana.  If  I  had  millions,  I  would  devote  them 
all  to  him. 

Worry.  Old  Geoff's  right.  — May  I  never  goto 
Heaven  if  fhe  isn't  an  angel  ! — and  if  the  widow 
isn't  fomething  elfe,  may  I  go  fomewhere  elfe. 

Juliana.  Ay,  Mrs.  Dazzle ;  (he  is  my  perfe- 
c utor :  from  the  hour  I  accidentally  interfered  with 
her  in  Captain  Lavifh's  affection,  (he 

Worry.  Captain  Lavifli  ! — what,   your  father's 
anragonift — the  man   who  two  years  ago  fought 
hirrMn  Switzerland  ? 
-  Juliana.  Alas  !  the  fame. 

Worry.  And  did  you  return  his  affection? 

Juliana.  What  could  I  do  ? — he  rifked  his  own 
life  to  lave  mine — 'tis  but  a  fhort  and  fimple  tale- 
One  day,  when  I  had  liberty  to  ride  within  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  caftle,  my  horfe  ran  away  with  me, 
and  he  in  (topping  it  broke  his  arm  :  I  could  do 
no  lefs  than  confcfs  the  obligation;  and  fince  his 
recovery,  often  vifuing  Mrs.  Dazzle,  our  intimacy 
cr.creafed,  and  gratitude  grew  into  love. 

Worry.  And  all  the  time  did  you  know  of  the 
duel  ? 

Juliana. 
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Juliana.  No;  till  yefterday  I  never  heard  of  it; 
and  then  I  inftantly  informed  him,  that  though  Sir 
Hervey  neglected  his  duty  to  me,  I  could  never 
forget  mine  to  him,  and  nothing  fhould  induce  me 
to  receive  that  man  as  a  lover,  who  defigned  to  be 
the  murderer  of  my  father.  (WORRY  croffts  her 
astf g°*ng^ — Why,  what's  the  matter? — where  arc 
you  going  ? 

Worry.  To  Sir  Hervey  ;  to  bid  him  remove  you 
from  the  protection  of  a  hypocrite,  and  place  you 
tinder  his  own. 

Juliana*  Oh,  will  you — will  you  be  fo  generous? 
Indeed  in  this  caftle  I  am  not  fafe  a  moment. 

Worry.  No— nor  any  body  elfe;  for  the  roof 
will  tumble  in  to  a  certainty ;  but  I'll  go  directly : 
and  if  I  fail,  and  the  war  continues— let  the  enemy 
look  to  it— I've  ferved  many  a  hard  campaign,  and 
though  not  lately  in  the  battles  abroad,  thanks  to 
Mrs.  Worry  I've  feen  pretty  warm  fervice  at  home ; 
and  fooner  than  you  fhould  remain  under  the  rod  of 
a  tyrant,  I'd  ftorm  the  caftle,  and  revive  the  age 
of  chivalry  :— yes— I  would— I  "  Will  Worry," 
the  married  man  !— So  retire,  and  wait  my  coming, 
madam — I'll  not  be  long. 

Juliana.  I'm  fure  you  will  not:  and  pray  remind 
my  father,  that  I  have  fuffered  in  my  turn;  that 
we  are  partners  in  calamity,  and  by  meeting  we 
might  divide  and  difiipate  each  other's  woes. — Tell 
him — but  you  know  my  thoughts,  and  to  your 
conduct  I  commit  a  caufe  on  which  my  hope,  my 
happinefs,  my  life  depends !  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  —  Another  Apartment  in  the  CaJHe,  Mrs. 
DAZZLE  and  MIST  difcovered  fitting  at  a  Table  — 
MIST  with  a  Manufcript  in  his  Hand. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Now  then,  Mr.  MIST  —  now  begin 
the  play  :  but  remember,  1  haven't  quite  finifhed  it. 

Miff  (reading).  "  Maty  Queen  of  Scots,  a  grand 
"heroic  drama;  with  new  fcenes,  new  drejfes>new 
'-decorations,  new"  —  -hem  :  that's  my  affair  —  I'm 


>j.  Dazzle.  Oh,  certainly,  Sir          . 

Mijl  (reading'].  "  Scene  the  firft  —  a  room  in  a 
«  CaJlU-*  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  dij  'covered  with  a  key 
«/  in  his  hand.  The  Duke  —  Now,  by  my  holy  dame, 
,'c-  with.  this  fame  key,  Jockey  of  Norfolk,  thou'lt 
tf  unlock  the  -"'gate  of  Scotcifh  Mary's  prifon  !  —  He 
"  \iiilocks  ihe  gate  and  leads  forth  Mary.  —  Before  w 
*c  me,  but  your  fafe,  and  io  good  morrow,  good 
*'•  Queen  Elizabeth  !"  —  (MiST  lays  down  the  play, 
and  nfes:)  Won't  do  —  won't  bring  fixpence  —  refufe 
it  —  I  refufe  it! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  How!  why  I  flattered  myfelf  I 
had  caught'  the  true  Shakfperian  fire. 
.  Mift.  And  fuppofe  you  had—  what  then  ?—  played 
.Hamlet  Uft  night  under  ten  pounds;  and  I  fay 
that's,  a  bad  play  that  brings  a  bad  houfe.  —  Harle- 
.,quih  and  Abraham  Newland  —  they're  the  only  pul- 
~ling  writers,  except  indeed  the  Germans  \  and 
there  !—  there  I'm  beforehand-with  the  Londoners  — 
mum  —  mine's'  a  German  Harlequin  —  he  !  —  he!  — 
However,  try  another  page—  if  that's  not  better, 
don't  you  finifh  play  —  audience  will  finifh  it  for 
you.  (Reads  flay  :  ) 

"  Enter 
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cs  Enter  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Burleigh. The 

"  Queen — Go  to — we'll  nip'em  i'the  bud. — Why, 
"  how  now,  rebels? — for  this  treacherous  queen, 
"  convey  her  to  the  tower — and  there,  good  Bur- 
"  leigh — You  take  the  hint — Away! — Burleigh 
"  carries  off  Mary  and" (here  MIST  is  inter- 
rupted by  loud  rattling  at  ft  age  door) — You  hear — 
applaufe  interrupts  us. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Who  can  it  be? — dear!  was  there 
ever  any  thing  fo  unlucky  ? 

Mift.  Not  at  all ;  for  this  relief  much  thanks — 
{taking  up  his  hat  and  cane). — Decided,  in  my 
opinion— firft  night  difapprobation — fecond,  under 
expences — third,  nobody  but  the  author. — Yours, 
devotedly  yours. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Nay,  I  infiftyou  don't  ftir  (notfe  at 
door  again]. — You  hear  ! — do  only  be  kind  enough 
to  ftep  into  the  next  room,  and  I'll  get  rid  of  this  in- 
trufive  perfon  in  a  moment:  come  now,  indulge  an 
anxious  author;  and  confider  though  it  don't  read, 
it'rnay'aft  well. 

Mift.  That's  true;  nothing  reads  worfe  than 
pantomime;  but  in  reprefentation  !— Oh  gods !  and 
goddefTes  ! — give  me  the  manufcript — I'll  indulge 
you  (takes  the  play) — one — two — only  four  ads  !  — 
never  mind — if  play's  bad,  lefs'of  bad  thing  the 
better — if  good,  I  and  my  copyift  foon  cobble  up 
fifth  aft  for  you — but  I'm  gone— (Go/;;£,  returns) 
Mum  !  ever  fee  Gulliver  the  Great  ? — that  was  our 
writing — to  be  fure  audience  damn'd  it  the  firft 
night,  -but  what  then? — Theatre's  miae!  —  fo  gave 
'em  a  dofe  of  it;  acted  it  fifty  nights  running — re- 
venged myfelf  there — he!  he!  he!— and^in  like 
manner  always  will  maintain  dignity .!-— always,  as 
long  as  I'm  P.  M.,  Peter  Mift— and  M.  P. 
manager  of  a  play  houfc  !  [Exit, 

c  4  Mrs-. 
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Mrs.  Ddzzle.  Now  then,  for  this  tormentor-—-^- 
[opens  door  y  and  enter  JULIANA)-  —  You  Mils  !—  how 
dare  you  - 

Juliana.  Oh,  madam  !  —  I'm  fo  terrified  !—  even 
now,  Mr.  Alltrade,  a  total  ftranger,  propofed  mar- 
riage to  me  ;  and  told  me  that,  aided  by  his  own 
merit  and  your  intereft,  he  didn't  doubt  of  fuccefs, 
—  Nay,  on  my  refufing  him,  he  abfolutely  threatened 
to  ufe  force. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  And  on  this  account  you  fled  frorp 
him  ? 

Juliana.  I  did,  madam:  and  I  entreat  you  to 
protect  and  lave  me. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Bale,  worthlefs  girl  !  —  then  know 
Mr.  Alltrade  fpoke  truth  ;  he  is  the  man  I  have 
(elected  for  your  hufband. 

Juliana.  Heavens!  and  can  you  mean—  — 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  1  mean  you  fhould  be  his  wife  ! 
till  you  confent,  your  chamber  (hall  be  yoqr 


Juliana  (falling  at  her  feet).  Oh,  for  mercy  J 
—Look  at  me—rl  am  friendlefs,  fatherlefs  ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  And  who  have  you  to  thank  for 
it?  —  Yes:  'tis  as  I  faid  —  Captain  Lavilh  has  taught 
you  to  defpife  marriage,  and  copy  the  example  pf 
her  who  made  you  fatherlefs. 

Juliana.  What!    do  you  allude  to  -  ~ 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  I  do—  *and  beware,  Mifs-—  dare  not 
to  imitate  fuch  fajte,  abandoned  conduct. 

Juliana.  Abandoned  ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Ay  :  would  you  juftify  it  ?  —  have 
you  the  audacity  to  vindicate  deeds  the  moft  licen-. 
tious  !  —  a&ions—  —  — 

Juliana  (rifing).  Were  you  the  being  that  I 
moft  refpeft  —  were  you  my  father!  —  I'd  tell  you 
it  is  falfe  !—  Licentious  !  —  oh,  had  my  ilifated  mother 

poflcflcd 
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poflefled  one  atom  that  refemblcd  you,  I'd  tear  her 
image  from  my  heart,  or  die! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Take  care,  or— 

Juliana.  Oh,  fhame  !  fhame ! — is  this  the  pro- 
tection I  might  expect  from  one  of  my  own  fex  ? — 
Men  would  betray  us ;  let  us  not  betray  each  other ! 
and  while  fhe  whom  you  cenfure  might  meet  with 
pity  and  forgivenefs,  what  can  the  female  feducer 
expect  ?-^-the  fcorn  of  one  fex,  the  abhorrence  of 
the  other. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Begona! — retire  to  your  cham- 
ber— nay,  ao  reply  ;-^-I  will  be  obeyed — (walks 
up  the  ft  age  in  a  rage), 

Enter  WORRY. 

Juliana  (running  haftily  up  to  bim).  Oh  !  have 
you  feen  my  father  ? — will  he,  will  he  take  pity  on 
we? 

Worry.  Alas,  madam  ! — I  can  do  nothing  for 
you. 

Juliana.  What!  he  perfifts! 

Worry.  Mod  obftinately  :  he  fays  your  offer  of 
advancing  money  is  no  more  than  your  duty,  and 
what  a  parent  has  a  lawful  claim  to. 

Juliana.  Then  may  he  feel but  he's  deceived, 

and  I  forgive  him. 

Mrs.  Dazzle  (coming  down  ft  age")  Not  gone 
yet! — Do  as  I  command  :  to  your  chamber  T  infift 
•—(takes  JULIANA  by  the  arm  and  leads  her  to  ftage 
door — JULIANA  m/.)— And  you,  Worry, as  you've 
kindly  undertaken  to  aflift  Mr.  Alltrade,  go  to  him 
inftantly  ;  tell  him  Mifs  Sutherland  has  fo  grofsly. 
mfulted  me,  that  I've  no  longer  any  confciemioux 
fcruples,  and  if  he  choofes  to  fecure  the  marriage 
by  carrying  her  off— 

Worry. 
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Worry.  Carrying  her  off! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Ay :  force  will  be  the  fiiorteft 
mode:  fo  bid  him  come  in  a  poft-cbaife  to  the 
weftern  gate,  whilft  I  go  and  make  lure  of  my 
prifoner. — Away — lofe  not  a  moment,  and  tell  him 
Til  anfoerfor  the  fuecefs  of  the  enterprize.  [Exit, 

Worry.  I  go  to  Mr.  Alhrade  ! — I  aid — blefs  my 
foul ! — No  wonder  (he's  a  widow — If  fhe  married 
every  morning,  her  hufband  would  die  before  night : 
—but  I  will  aid  in  carrying  her  off — I'll  go  di- 
rectly and  get  affiftance — I'll  entreat  the  firft  man 
I  meet  to  join  with  me  : — and  let  Sir  Hervey  con- 
demn, or,  what's  more  tremendous,  let  Mrs.  Worry 
fcold  me,  I  know  I'm  doing  my  duty ! — So  in  fpite 
of  wives,  widows,  and  devils,  I'll  fecure  her  efcape, 
and  flill  try  to  reftore  her  to  her  father.  (Going.) 

Re -eater  MIST  (with  the  Play  in  bis  band}. 

Mift.  Oh,  it  won't  do — 'twill  be  damn'd. 

Worry.  Now  pray  take  pity — pray  give  your 
afiiftance,  Sir : — there's  the  fweeteft  young  lady  juft 
lock'd  into  that  room,  and  if  you  would  but  help  to 
releafe  her 

Mift.  How  !  what !  young  lady  lock'd  up  !  and 
I  help  to  releafe  her! — pooh— nonfenfe  ! — what's 
her  cafe  ! — And 'me — why  apply  to  rife  ? 

Worry.  Becaufe  I'm  lure  you  will  befriend  us — 
and  if  you  did  but  know  jiow  well  fhe  had  con- 
ducted herfelf! — how  charmingly  (he  had  acted  her 
part — 

Mift.   What!   afted  her  part !" 

Worry.  Ay  !  no  woman  ever  acted  better  :— 
fuch  fenfe  !  fuch  feeling,  Sir ! — and  now,  when  Ihe 
is  fo  ready  to  engage  herfelf — 

Mift.  Ready  to  engage  ! — oh,  ho — comprehend 
ijow— loxrk'd  up  to  keep  her  from  the  ftage,  and 

apply 
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apply  to  me  'caufe  I'm  Manager— he  !  he ! — Hark 
ye  j  how's  her  voice  ? 

Worry.  Delightful. 

Mi  ft.  And  her  aft  ion  ? 

Worry.  Graceful. 

Mift.  And  her  figure? 

Worry.  Beautiful. 

Mift.  Damme  fhe'll  do  my  bufinefs  till  Harle- 
quin comes"!    Say  no  more — my  houfe  is  open— - 
I'll  give  her  an  appearance. 
-  Worry.  What  1 — you'll  get  her  out ! 

Mift.  To  be  furel  will — in  what  part  fhe  likes  beft 
• — tragedy,  comedy,  opera,  farce,  pantomime  I—- 
And you ! — want  a  clown — you  (hall  play  clown— 
alfo  if  you're  married  !  don't  reply — fee  it  by  your 
chin— give  you  and  your  wife  freedom — perpetual 
free  admifilon. — But  now  for  it — now  to  plan  plot 
Hem  ! — Here  is  the  author. 

Enter  (from  folding  doors)  Mrs.  DAZZLE. 

Mrs.  Dazzle,  (locking  doors  and  -putting  the  key 
in  her  pocket).  So  now  Juliana's  fafe,  and  I  get  my 
hufband's  eftate.— Oh,  Worry,  have  you  feen  Mr. 
Alkrade  ? 

Worry  (confufed).  Hey  !  yes — I've  feen  Mr. 
Alkrade,  and  he'll  be  here  with  the  chaife  directly. 

Mift  (reading  play).  "  Burleigh  carries  off 
Mary." 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  What!  no  further,  Mr.  Mift? — 
I  fuppofe  you're  thinking  of  the  effect,  Mr.  Mana- 
ger ? 

Worry.  Mr.  Manager  ! — Oh  !  I  underftand 
.now — 

Mift.  Yes  j  but  can't  tell  without  rehearfal— 
cannot  judge  unlefs  I  Taw  it  on  the  boards — Let  me 
fee-T-there's  the  prifon  gate — (pointing  to  folding 

doors) : 
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doors):—  you  are  Jockey  Norfolk — no  I'm  Jockey 
I'll  tell  you  what — fuppofe  we  give  it  a  trial  I 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  A  trial !  what  a  rehearfal  now  in 
this  room  ? — Delightful ! — I  fhould  like  it  of  all 
things. 

Mift.  So  fhould  I— then  liften— I'll  play  Nor- 
folk— you  Queen  Elizabeth  — 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  He,  Burleigh — (pointing  to 
WORRY). 

Worry.  Who  the  devil's  Burleigh. — 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  And  for  Mary — dear  !  dear  ! 
where  (hall  we  get  a  Mary  ? 

Mift.  Tell  you — all  in  way  of  rehearfal — young 
lady  you  juft  lock'd  in — /he's  in  fame  fituation  you 
know. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  So  fhe  is — here,  Worry  ! — here's 
an  excellent  opportunity  to  take  her  to  Mr.  All- 
trade.  {Afideto  WORRY,  who  nods  to  her fignificant- 
ly.) — I  declare  I  ca'nc  help  laughing. 

Mift.  No  more  can  I : — Ohfdamme,  I  fee  it  will 
produce  an  effeft  now  ? — give  me  the  key  (Mrs, 
DAZZLE  gives  it  him}. — All  to  our  feparate  places, 
and  let  rehearfal  begin.— Enter  Duke  of  Norfolk. 
(Puts  bimfelf  in  a  mock  tragic  attitude >  and/peaks 
bombaftically.")  "  Now  !  by  my  holy  dame,  with 
"  this  fame  key,  Jockey  of  Norfolk,  thou'k  unlock 
"  the  gate  of  Seottifh  Mary's  prifon.  (Unlocks 
"folding  doors>  and  leads  out  JULIANA). — Beihrew 
"  me,  but  you're  fafe,  and  fo  good  morrow,  good 
«  Queen  Elizabeth  !" 

Mrs.  Dazzle  (alfo  ffeaking  bombaftically). 
"  Go  to — we'll  nip  'em  in  the  bud. — Why,  how 
"  now,  rebels  ? — For  this  treacherous  Queen— 
"  (feizing  JULIANA,  and  delivering  her  to  WORRY  j 
"  who  puts  himfelf  in  a  tragic  attitude)— convey 
«'  her  to  the  tower ! — and  there,  good  Burleigh 
«  —You  take  the  hint !—  Away  !" 
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Mift.  Ay : — You  take  the  hint !— Away  ! 

Worry.  Oh  yes  : — I  take  the  hint — Away!  (Exit 
with  JULIANA). 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Bravo  ! — will  it  meet  with  dif- 
approbation  now  ?— 

Mijl.  No — it  muft  be  a  very  illnatured  audience 
indeed,  that  don't  applaud  fo  ingenious  an  exit.— 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Ay:  there's  authorfhip  for  you  1 

Mijl.  Egad,  and  there's  management  for  you  ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Remember,  Sir,  but  for  me  thefe 
characters  wouldn't  have  been  brought  on  the  ftage. 

Mift.  No  j  and  but  for  you  they  wouldn't  have 
been  got  off  the  ftage ;  but  now  to  get  Norfolk 
off Muft  follow  new  aftrefs.— (Jftde.) 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Stop  !  I'll  tell  you ;  Elizabeth  firft 
turns  her  back  upon  him — then  Norfolk  makes 
a  long  harangue — then- 

Mift.  Piha  !  hang  long  harangues, — touch  and 
go, — that's  the  plan  for  effect;  I'll  fhew  you  how 
to  do  Norfolk's  exit ! — firft  turn  your  back  on  me 
P.  S.— fMrs.  DAZZLE  turns  her  back  on  him.) — 
So,  then  I  ftrut  off  O.  P. — Gently — don't  turn 
round  rill  I'm  gone :  then  work  yourfelf  into  a 
furious  pafllon. — Mary,  I  fly  ! — I  follow  thee!  and 
fe,  good  morrow,  good  Queen  Elizabeth  !— 
Hem, —  there's  another  good  exit!  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Oh,  the  old  fool !  how  I  (hall 
wheedle  him  ! 

Enter  Sir  HERVEY  and  ALLTRADE. 

Sir  Hervey.  Madam ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Is  he  gone  !  now  then  to  work  my- 

felf  into  a  furious  paflion — (turns  round.)— thou 

wretch!  thou  traitor  !•— How  !  Sir  Hervey  !— Mr. 

Heavens !    have  you  feen    nothing  of  Mifs 

Sutherland  ? — (to  ALLTRADE.) 

13  All  trade. 
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Alltrade.  No  ;  and  Sir  Hervey  has  brought  the 
bond  on  purpofe  for  me  to  prefent  to  her,  and 
now,  to  our  aftonifhment,  we  find  (he  and  Worry 
have  juft  gone  out  'of  the  caftle  together  : — what 
can  it  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Mean  !  (burjls  into  tears)— that 
I  am  wheedl'd  myfelf. — Oh  that  brute  of  a  mana- 
ger '.—Sir  Hervey,  'tis  too  plain — (he  has  elop'd. — 
Sir  Hervey.  Elop'd  ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  No  doubt  (lie  has  fled  to  Captain 
Laviflij  and  thefe  two  importers  are  his  agents.— 
oh,  I  fee  it  all !  (he  has  long  intended  it  ;  and  to 
avoid  figning  the  bond,  (he  has  haftened  her  de- 
parture. 

Sir  Hervey.  Elope  with  Lavifh,  why  this  out- 
does her  mother :— but  can  I  (land  idly  by  ? — no — 
I'll  difappoint  my  enemy  of  this  unmanly  triumph, 
and  fave  her;  fpite  of  herfelf  I'll  fave  her — Mr. 
Alltrade,  wait  upon  him  inftantly,  and  bid  him 
reftore  my  daughter  on  pain  of  a  fecond  and  more 
defperate  meeting.— Come,  madam,  we'll  fee  him 
on  his"  way. 

.  Mrs.  Dazzle.  By  all  means,  Sir  Hervey  :  I  only 
hope  you  don't  blame  me  for  my  pupil's  indifcre^ 
tion. 

Sir  Hervey.  No :  had  (he  copied  your  bright 
and  excellent  example,  this  ne'er  had  happened — 
but  though  her  errors  even  exceed  her  mother's, 
and  a  reconciliation  is  more  than  ever  diftant,  yet 
fhe  is  ftill  my  child  ! — and  in  a  moment  dangerous 
as  the  prefent,  for  my  own  fake  I'll  prove  a  friend 
and  father. 


TH£    END    OF    THE    SECOND    ACT. 
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ACT     III. 


SCENE— An  Apartment  in  LAVISH'J  Houfe— 
Recejs  with  Jmall  Folding  Doors,  which  are 
thrown  open,  and  difcover  a  Marble  Pedeftal 
Jurrounded  by  Doves  and  Cupids — a  Table  with 
Wine  and  Refre'Jhments  upon  it. 

Enter  FRANK  and  a  Workman. 

-Frank.  Ha !  ha !  fo  you've  no  fooner  finifti- 
ed  that  whimfical  out-of-the-way  job  ("pointing 
to  the  recefs} — than  he  fends  for  you  about 
another. 

Workman.  Ay,  your  mafter  is  an  excellent  cuf- 
tomer, — always  up  to  his  chin  in  brick  and  mor- 
tar ;  and  then  for  price — 'gad  !  he  never  haggles 
about  price. 

Frank.  No,  and  the  beft  of  the  joke  is,  he  calls 
himfelf  an  economift,  and  comes  down  here  on  a 
laving  fcheme. 

Workman.  A  faving  fcheme  ! 

Frank.  Ay  !  finding  himfelf  a  little  out  of  elbows 

in  London,  and  the  prefent  ftate  of  the  Continent 

not   allowing    him  to    travel,   he  came  here   to 

6  live 


3»          MANAGEMENT. 

live  cheap,  and  retrench. — And  there  !  (pointing 
to  recefs  again) — there's  one  fpecimen  of  his 
economy. — On  the  journey  he  bought  a  ftatue  of 
Venus. 

Workman.  I  know;  and  a  great  bargain  it  wasr 
it  only  coft  him  five  pounds. 

Frank.  True;  but  not  choofing  to  have  his 
beauties  gazed  at,  he  employed  you  to  build  that 
ftrange  fort  of  recefs  to  put  it  in,  which  has  coft 
him  at  lead  five  times  the  fum.— This  is  always  the 
way ;  if  he  bought  a  cheap  boat,  he'd  cut  a  canal 
for  it ;  and  if  a  pulpit,  he'd  build  a  church  for  it  :— 
in  fact,  he  is  a  falfe  economift — a  felf-deceiver ;  and 
here  he  comes  to  elucidate  my  defcription. 

Enter  LAVISH. 

Lavijh.  Oh!  if  I  go  on  in  this  clofe  faving 
way  only  fix  months  longer,  I  (hall  be  able  to 
return-  to  town  and  dafli  like  the  beft  of  them : 
—never  was  fuch  a  hand  at  buying  bargains. — 
Frank,  come  here  you  rogue: — juft  now,  at  Squire 
Brozier's  fale,  what  do  you  think  I  gave  for  a 
curricle?  —  only  forty  pounds!  —  there,  there's 
economy  for  you. 

Frank.  Economy  ! — begging  your  pardon,  Sir, 
—I  fee  no  economy  in  buying  what  you  don't  wanr. 

Lavijh.  How? — would  you  let  a  bargain  flip 
through  your  fingers,  you  extravagant  rafcal  ? 

Frank.  No — but  you've  no  horfcs,  Sir ;  and  a 
curricle's  ufelefs— — 

Lavijh.  That's  what  I  faid  :  fays  I,  a  curricle  is 
ufelefs  without  horfes, — fo  I  bought  a  pair  di- 
rectly. 

Frank.  Bought  a  pair  ? 
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Lavijk*  Ay,  gave  a  hundred  and  twenty  pounds 
for  them  — to  be  fure  it's  money ;  but  one's  own 
carrfege  faves  pofting  and  drivers  :  in  (hort,  the 
worft  come  to  the  worft,  'tis  but  a  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds,  and  I'll  fave  it  a  thoufand  ways. — 
Who  are  you,  Sir  ?  (to  Workman.) 

Workman.  I  have  finifh'd  that  job,  all  but  fixing 
up  the  ftatue,  Sirj  and  now  I  come  about  the 
billiard- room : — but,  to  fpeak  honeftly^  it  is  not 
worth  repairing. 

Lavijh.  So  I  thought  j  I  thought  it  wasn't  worth 
repairing. 

Workman.  No,  Sirj  and  a  new  room  will  not 
cod  above  three  hundred  pounds : — but  then  to  be 
fure  it  will  be  elegant  and  lafting. 

Lavijh.  So  it  will,  and  the  firft  expence  is  the 
leaft  j  fo  up  with  the  new  room.—  (Workman  exit.) 
—And  now  to  finifh  my  vindication  to  Juliana— 
(Sits  at  the  table  and  writes): — "  Your  late  mo- 
tf  ther  was  not  only  my  relation,  but  my  friend 
"  and  benefadrefs  j  and  on  Sir  Hervey's  one  day 
"  reprobating  her  conduct  with  unufual  afperity, 
<{  gratitude  prompted  me  to  defend  it  perhaps 
tc  more  warmly  than  I  ought,  and  a  duel  was  the 
"  refult." — (Knocking  at  the  door.) — See  who's 
there. — (FRANK  exit.) — But  what  fignifies  writing? 
while  (he's  immured  in  her  prefent  den,  I  haven't 
a  chance  of  fuccefs. — Mrs.  Dazzle  formerly  fe- 
duced  me  into  fome  gallantries,  ajnd  a  difappointed 
widow  is  the  devil. 

Re-enter  FRANK  laughing. 

Frank.  Sir,  I  beg  pardon  for  laughing ;   but  who 

do  you  think  is  at  the  <Joor  ?— no  lefs  a  gentleman 

£>  than 
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than  the  one  you  caned  at  Newmarket  about  four 
years  ago. 

Lavijb.  Caned  !— Oh  !  I  recollect— I  detefted 
him  in  an  aft  of  forgery.— But  what  does  the  fel- 
low want  ?— I  don't  know  his  name,  nor  have  I 
once  feen  him  fince. 

Frank.  No;  and  though  he  now  afks  for  Cap- 
tain Laviih,  he  little  thinks  you  are  the  gentleman 
he  is  under  fuch  obligations  to. 

Lavijb.  Shew  him  up  (FRANK  exit)  ; — intro- 
duce the  Newmarket  gentleman  to  his  two  old 
antagoniils  the  Captain  and  his  cane. — And,  in 
the  mean  time— (Sits  at  table,  and  takes  up  pen 
again). 

Enter  FRANK,  and  ALLTRADE. 

Frank.  This  way,  Sir— there,  that's  my  mafter 
(pointing  to  LAVISH,  wbofe  back  is  turned  to- 
wards ALLTRADE). 

Alltrade.  Oh,  that's  Captain  Lavifh,  is  it  ?— • 
Sir,  I  wait  upon  you 

Lavijb  (not  regarding  him).  Yes,  the  widow  is 
fo  jealous  and  fo  violent. — (Turns  round.)— How 

d'ye  do,  my  fine  fellow  ?— how  d'ye  do  ? My 

Newmarket  hero  fure  enough. — (Afide.) 

Alltrade  (trembling}.  Amazement !  why  it's  the 
very  man  who 

Lavijb.  What's  the  matter  ? — you  feem  cold— « 
fhall  I  warm  you  ? 

Alltrade.  Warm  me! — no — I 

Lavijb.  Some  wine— give  the  gentleman  fome 
wine. — This  is  the  houfe  of  frugality,  and  therefore 
I  can't  offer  you  a  great  variety ;  but  as  far  as 
Burgundy,  Madeira,  and  Champagne — muft  drink 
them,  if  I  fave  ^  a  thoufand  ways, 
*4 
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Alltrade.  Sir,  you'll  excufe  me.- Why  furely 

Pve  miftaken  my  man— he  would  never  be  fo  civil: 
at  all  events  he  don't  recoiled  me ;  fo  I'll  pluck 

up  courage. — (dfide.} Sir,   I  wait  upon  you 

from  Sir  Hervey  Sutherland  :  he  arrived  here  to- 
day, and  knowing  of  your  love  for  his  daugh- 
ter  

Lavijh.  Came  down  to  increafe  her  confine- 
ment, I  fuppofe. 

Alltrade.  No  trifling,  Sirj  he  is  convinced  you 
are  concerned  in  her  elopement 

Lavijb.  Elopement  ! — how  '.—what  ! — Juliana 
eloped  ? 

Alltrade.  You  know  fhe  has,  Sir ;  and  Sir  Her- 
vey infifts 

Lavijh.  Eloped! — Juliana  free! — out  of  the 
widow's  and  her  father's  cuftody  ! — Which  way  did 
fhe  go  ? — what  road  did  fhe  take  ? — fpeak,  fpeak 
this  inftant. 

Alltrade.  I  fpeak ! — if  I  kne'w,  of  courfe  you 
would  be  the  laft  man  I  fhould  give  information  to. 

Lavijh.  Indeed! 

Alltrade.  Certainly.  — Sir  Hervey  is  my  friend, 
and  if  his  daughter  isn't  at  prefent  in  your  power, 
I  fhall  unite  with  him  in  oppofing  your  purfuit  of 
her. 

Lavijh.    You  will ! 

Alltrade.  Undoubtedly. 

Lavijh.  Pray,  Sir,  were  you  ever  at  New- 
market ? 

Alltrade.  Newmarket,  Sir!— I — I— — • 

Lavijh.  Ay,  Newmarket,  Sir,  Newmarket.—* 
Frank,  give  me  my  cane. 

Alltrade.  Stay,  Sir — what  do  you  want  with 
your  cane  ? 

D  2  Lavijh 
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Lavijh  (taking  cane  from  FRANK).  Only  to  help 
your  memory. — Look! — (Jhaking  it) — were  you 
ever  at  Newmarket  ? 

Alltrade  (bowing).  Yes,  I  was,  Sir. 

Lavifb.  And  you'll  oppofe  me  in  purfuing* 

Alltrade.  No,  believe  me,  Sir. 

Lavijb.  And  if  you  knew  which  road  me  took— 

Alltrade.  I'd  tell  you,  upon  my  honour,  Sir. 

Lavijh.  Then  retire — begone  this  inftant. 
And  d'ye  hear,  if  you're  not  fatisfied  with  this  treat- 
ment, call  again,  and  I'll  give  you  a  warmer  re- 
ception— (Jhaking  his  cane,  ALLTRADE  exit).— * 
And  now  for  Juliana — now  for  the  idol  of  my  foul  I 
—Frank,  get  the  curricle:  no,  I  lhall  only  hurry 
and  lame  my  own  horfes— get  a  chaife  and  four. 

Frank.  Chaife  and  four! — is  this  the  way  to  re- 
trench ? — and  consider,  Sir,  Mils  Sutherland  has 
no  money;  and  you  always  faid  you'd  never  marry 
any  woman  who  had  lefs  than  ten  thoufand  pounds. 

Lavijk.  I  did :  but  that's  an  aukward  fum :  a 
woman  with  ten  thoufand  pounds  expects  houfes, 
horfes,  carriages — in  fhort,  to  fpend  double  her  own 
income,  and  her  hufband's  too.  But  a  woman 
without  a  farthing  j  fhe  manages  the  houfe,  mends 
the  linen,  nurfes  the  children,  fcolds  the  fervants — • 
Oh !  that's  the  real  rich  wife — and  the  poor  Ju- 
liana will  be  the  bed  bargain  1  ever  made. — So  go, 
do  as  I  tell  you  :  and  obferve,  I'll  marry  her  if  I 
facrifice  my  whole  fortune  in  the  purfuit. 

Frank.  Sacrifice  your  whole  fortune,  Sir ! 

Lavi/h.  Ay,  I  will,  if  I  fave  it  a  thoufand  ways. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE— Outfide  of  LAVISHES  Houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  DAZZLE — her  hat  and  cloak  on. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  So,  now  to  enter  this  perfidious  Cap- 
tain's houfe. — Not  only  love  and  jealoufy  urge  me 
to  feparate  him  and  Juliana ;  but  as  I  know  he  don'c 
mean  to  marry  her,  it  is  my  bufmeis  to  get  her 
once  more  into  Alhrade's  power :— yes,  Mifs 
Juliana;  let  me  recover  my  hufband's  hundred 
thoufand  pounds,  and  I'll  warrant  I'll  recover  my 
Captain.  He,  like  the  reft  of  the  world,  won't  vific 
virtue  in  a  cottage,  but  place  me  in  a  magnificent 
houfe, — ay,  there's  the  fecret : — now-a-days  people 
vifit  the  building,  not  the  owner  of  it;  and  on  the 
fize  of  the  rooms,  and  the  number  of  the  enter- 
tainments, we  may  not  only  calculate  our  friends 
and  admirers,  but  alfo  the  good  and  bad  opinion  of 
the  whole  fafhionabk  world  ! 

\Exit  into  LAVISH 'j  bouje. 

Enter  WORRY  and  JULIANA. 

Juliana.  Look  out ;  we  are  purfued : — I'm  fure 
they  were  Mrs.  Dazzle's  fervants. 

Worry.  They  were!  but  we've  outrun  them. 

Juliana.  Yes :  but  if  they  come  up  with  us,  I 
fhall  be  forced  back  and  endure  encreafed  perfecu- 
tion  : — Oh  !  I  wifii  we  were  fafe  at  this  Mr.  MIST'S 
houfe. 

Worry.  So  do  I : — though  you  fee  what  a  ftrange 
gentleman  he  is ! — he  left  us  to  examine  the  firft  flow 
waggon  we  met;  but  don't  defpond,  madam : — I 
won't  leave  you — no,  I'll  die  firft. 

D  3  Juliana. 
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Juliana.  Kind — generous !  but  I  cannot  bear  to 
involve  you  :  remember  you  have  a  wife,  and— 

Worry.  Remember  ! — I  fhall  never  forget  it  \ 

Juliana.  Nay  :  but  a  hufband  is  of  lo  much 
confequence  to  his  family — 

Worry.  Blefs  you,  I'm  of  no  confequence  j 
nobody  ever  wants  me : — if  any  body  leaves  a  card, 
it's  for  Mrs.  Worry  :— if  any  body  fends  an  invi- 
tation, it's  for  Mrs.  Worry: —  if  an  invitation  is 
fent  in  return,  it's  ftill  Mrs.  Worry :  nobody  calls 
or  afks  after  the  hufband,  except  indeed  the  tradef- 
people ! — they  are  kind  enough  now  and  then  to 
notice  me  :  but  like  other  great  married  men,  I'm 
obliged  to  be  out  when  they  call:  fo,  curfe  me  if  I've 
even  the  pleafure  of  being  at  home  to  a  dun !  but 
we  wafte  time,  let  us  proceed  to  Mr.  Mift's  houfe. 

Juliana.  Ay  :  for  Heaven's  fake  difpatch — 

Alltrade  (without}.  You  take  that  fide  of  the 
road,  I'll  take  this : — fhe  cannot  efcape  then. 

Juliana.  There,  'tis  Mr.  Alltrade's  voice  !— 
and  both  fides  of  the  road  are  guarded  by  enemies. 

Worry.  Yes :  it's  all  over — we're  between  two 
fires. — Which  way  fhall  we  go  ? — (PcinfzngtoL,A- 
VISH'J  door:}  that  door  ftands  mod  invitingly  open, 
i'uppofe  we  enter  it. 

Juliana.  Do— inftantly:  why,  what's  the  matter? 
you  were  quite  valiant  ju(l  now! 

Worry.  I  was :  but  I  fancy  my  courage  is  more 
like  a  new  acquaintance  than  an  old  friend, — pro- 
fefles  a  great  deal  at  firft,  but  generally  fneaks  off 
in  the  hour  of  danger :  however,  lead  on — and  let 
us  hope  to  receive  from  flrangers  that  protection 
which  friends  have  denied  us. 

[Exeunt  into  LAVISH'J  boufe. 

Entfr 
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Enter  ALLTRADE. 

'Alltrade.  So — there  fhe  goes  into  Captain  LA- 
VISH'S  houfe  :  bravo,  Mifs  JULIANA  ! — and  there 
fhe  may  (lay  for  me:  I'll  to  Sir  Hervey  inftantly, 
and  let  him  come  himfelf  and  fight  it  out:  for  all 
the  legacies  regiftered  in  Doctors  Commons  fhould 
not  induce  me  to  re-enter  thofe  doors  and  receive 
another  warm  reception  !  [Exit. 

SCENE — Injidc  LAVISH'S  boufe,  recefs,  &c.  as  in 
firjl  Scene  of  this  AR. 

Enter  LAVISH  and  Mrs.  DAZZLE. 

Lavijb.  Now  you've  fearched  every  part  of  the 
houfe ;  now  are  you  fatisfied  Mifs  Sutherland  is 
not  concealed  in  it  ? — 'Sdeath  !  to  detain  me  at 
fuch  a  moment — (Afidi), 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  No  : — fhe's  not  in  the  houfe  I  grant 
youj  but  the  chaife  !  the  chaife  and  four! — pray, 
moft  economical  Captain,  do  you  ufuall  travel  with 
four  horfes  ? 

Lavijh.  Always: — it's  by  far  the  cheapeft  plan: 
it  fhortens  the  journey,  faves  flopping  at  inns ;  in 
fliort,  the  additional  Ihilling  is  no  object,  and  if  I 
had  but  ten  pounds  a-year,  I'd  always  travel  with 
four  horfes : — and  now,  my  dear  widow,  allow  me 
to  fee  you  home. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Take  care,  Sir  : — difappointed  Jove 
knows  no  bounds;  and  recollect  it  is  in  my  power  to 
expofe  you  to  my  rival : — I  have  your  letters  in  my 
poffeffion, — letters  in  which  you  laugh  and  rail  at 
marriage ;— letters— 

D  4  LcwiflJ» 
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Lavijh.  Nay,  be  patient. — There  now !  this  it 
is  to  be  dragooned  into  an  attachment, — fhe  has 
me,  by  all  that's  frugal ! — (^W*.)-r-Come  then,  fit 
down,  and  let  us  drink  to  the  revival  of  our  friend- 
fhip! — See:  here's  famous  Madeira! — ay  :  you  may 
ftare:  but  this  too  is  on  the  cheapeft  plan  I  promife 
you,  for  while  it  takes  two  bottles  of  port  to  make 
me  drunk,  one  of  Madeira  does  it  completely. — <• 
So  here's. to  the  rival — (tapping  hard  at  ftage  door 
p.  s.) — Why,  what's  that?  ha  ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Mercy  ! — fomebody's  coming  ! — 
for  heaven's  fake  don't  let  me  be  feen — I'll  flep 
into  this  room — (Goes  to  ft  age  door  O.  P.  and  tap- 
ping beard  there}. 

Worry  (otttfide  the  door).  Madam,  where  are  you, 
madam  ? 

Mrs.  Dazzle,  Why,  what  is  all  this  ?-,— it  is  done  on 
purpofe  to  expofe  me! — Oh,  Mr.  Lavifti !  if  you 
have  either  feeling  or  gallantry,  think  of  my  fitua- 
tion :  a  widow  only  a  fortnight,  and  to  be  detected 
^lone  in  a  Captain's  houfe  ! — 

Lavijb.  Well !  ftep  into  that  recefs — quick, 
quick — (Mrs.  DAZZLE  in  her  hurry  drops  her  cloak, 
then  enters  recsfs,  and  LAVISH  f aft  ens  the  door  upon 
her). — So — there  I  have  you  faft  j  and  now— 
(taking  his  cane  from  the  table). 

Juliana  (outfide  the  door  P.  S).  Mr.  Worry, 
why  don't  you  anfwer  ?  me,  my  dear  Mr.  Worry. 

Lavtjb.  Damme,  I'll  Worry  you — I'll  anfwer 
you  (opens  door  and  enter  JULIANA):  Heaven's  \ 
Mifs  Sutherland  ! 

Jtiliana.  Mr.  Lavifh  !  I  brg  pardon,  Sir: — 
when  I  took  refuge  in  this  houfe,  I  little  thought 
to  meet  you. — Good  day,  Sir.  (Going). 

Lavijh.  What!  now — the  very  moment  that 
I've  found  you  ? 

Juliana*. 
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Juliana.  What  can  I  do,  Mr.  Lavilh  ! — I  own 
I  owe  you  obligations — nay,  more — I  confefs  I 
could  have  iovecfyou: — but  I  have  told  you  my 
determination — you  are  my  father's  enemy — there- 
fore we  cannot  be  friends  : — farewel,  Sir! 

Lavijh.  Mighty  well,  madam,  mighty  well !— ~ 
but  this  isn't  your  real  motive — you  love  another : 
you  love  this  Mr.  Worry  ! — anfwer  me  candidly, 
ma'am  ! — did  he  not  run  away  with  you  ? 

Juliana.  He  did  ! — but 

Lavijh.  He  did! — then  may  I  run  into  every 
fpecies  of  extravagance,  if  when  I  catch  him,  I 
don't  give  him  the  Newmarket  fiourilh  (Jbaking 
bis  cane}.— Where  is  he  ?  —  where  is  this  Mr. 
Worry  ? 

Enter  WORRY. 

Worry.  Here  at  your  fervice,  Sir. 

Lavijh\  This  my  rival ! — this  antient,  wizen, 
dowager-like — Don't  be  unmanly,  Lavifh! — never 
flrikc  an  old  woman  1  intreat  you  (throwing  away 
bis  cane). — Befides  now  I  look  at  him,  it  is  !  'tis 
Sir  Hervey's — you  dear,  amiable,  agreeable :— one 
Mrs.  WORRY  is  fufficient  for  you,  or  the  devil's 
in't. 

Worry.  Very  likely,  Sir :  but  if  you  have  no  rival 
in  an  old  woman,  as  you  pleafe  to  call  me,  I  fancy 
Mifs  Sutherland  has  !  when  I  liftened  at  the  door, 
I'll  fwear  I  heard  the  widow's  voice. 

Lavijb.  The  widow  ! — no,  Juliana — I  can  prove 
myfelf  as  great  an  economift  in  love  as  in  money* 

Worry.   Are  you  fure  you  can,  Sir  ? 

La-vi/h.  Sure!  — if  fince  the  hour  I  firft  beheld 
her,  I  haven't  treafured  every  thought,  hoarded 
e very  look ! — ftored— 

Worry 
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Worry  (pointing  to  Mrs.  DAZZLE'S  cloak  on -the 
ground).  Fray,  Sir,  who  does  that  cloak  belong 
to.  ? 

Laviflj.  That  cloak  !— Oh  that  cloak  is  one 
of  my  bargains. 

Worry.  Is  it  ?  then  you  buy  very  dear  bargains, 
1  fancy. — Look,  madam, — (taking  up  cloak)  isn't  it 
Mrs.  Dazzle's  ? 

Juliana.  It  is :  and  fince  this  confirms  what  I 
have  long  fufpected,  I  have  now  an  additional 
motive  for  avoiding  you. — Mr.  Lavifh,  we  never 
meet  again. — Come  (to  WORRY)  ! 

Worry  (to  LAVISH).  I  fay,  if  you  don't  hoard 
your  money  better  than  your  love,  never  think  of 
matrimony— you'll  find  it  too  expenfive  a  bargain 
for  you,  I  promife  you.  (Going.) 

Sir  Hervey  Sutherland  (without).  Where  is  he  r 
— where  is  Captain  Lavifli  ? 

Lavijh.  Sir  Hervey  !  'Slife  !  what  brings  him 
here? 

Juliana.  My  father !  oh  Heavens !  and  to  find 
me  under  the  roof  of  his  enemy  — 

Worry.  And  me  alfo ! — Mrs.  Worry  herfelf 
couldn't  terrify  me  more. — Come  along,  madam, 
and  let's  leave  the  Captain  to  (land  the  brunt. — 

Juliana.  Ay :  lofe  not  a  moment. — And  oh,  Mr. 
J^avifh  !  as  this  is  the  laft  time  we  fhall  ever  meet, 
remember  the  parting  words  of  her  you  once  re- 
garded— Pacify  my  father,  do  not  incence  him— -be 
his  friend,  and  'fpite  of  your  falihood  and  unkind- 
nefs,  you  may  dill  be  mine. 

Worry.  And  mine— ha !  ha !  there's  another  bad 
bargain  for  him  ! 

(JUUANA  ««/— WORRY  is  following,  when 
LAVISH  lays  bold  of  him  and  prevents  his  going). 
Holloa !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  HERVEY. 

Sir  Hervey.  So,  Mr.  Lavifh ;  'tis  ftill  doomed 
that  we're  to  meet  as  enemies— where  is  Mifs 
Sutherland,  Sir  ? 

Lavijh.  Sir  Hervey,  on  the  honour  of  a  gentle- 
man, 1  know  nothing  of  your  daughter's  elope- 
ment j  for  any  further  information  I  refer  you  to 
Mr.  Worry  (pufljing  WORRY  forwards).  I  fay, 
who  has  the  beft  of  the  bargain  now  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  'Sdeath  !  I've  a  great  mind — (ad- 
vancing towards  WORRY,  and  flopping) — but  he  is 
only  agent ; — to  you  as  principal,  I  look  for  repa- 
ration and  redrefs. — Hear  me,  Sir — Mrs.  Dazzle, 
a  lady  of  the  ftri&eft  truth  and  honour — fhe  firft 
informed  me  of  your  infamous  defigns,  and  now—- 
not half  an  hour  ago,  a  friend,  on  whofe  word  I  can 
equally  rely,  faw  Mifs  Sutherland  enter  this  very 
houfe  :  therefore  there  is  no  alternative  but  this— 
inftantly  reftore  her,  or you  guefs  the  refult. 

Lavijh.  I  do — but  I'll  wafte  no  more  powder, 
Sir  Hervey. 

Sir  Hervey.  How  ? 

Lavijh.  No  :  dying  is  certainly  a  cheap  mode  of 
living,  and  to  a  man  in  defperate  circumftances, 
a  duel  may  be  a-good  faving  fcheme  :  but  having 
hoarded  enough  to  make  life  comfortable,  why  I'm 
a  curft  fool  if  1  don't  fave  it  a  thoufand  ways. 
(Sits  down). 

Sir  Hervey.  Poor,  paltry  prevarication! — Re- 
member,Mr.  Lavifh,  we  were  once  friends — I  treated 
you  as  a  fon— you  efteemed  me  as  a  parent — and 
what  diflfolved  that  friendlhip  ?— you  chofe  to  vin- 
dicate the  honour  of  a  falfe  wife,  and  call  me  to  the 
field — did  I  not  come  ? 

Lauijb,  You  did,  Sir. 

Sir 


44  MANAGEMENT. 

Sir'Hervey.  And  now  where  is  your  confiftency  ? 
— you  would  bring  my  daughter  to  the  fame  de- 
graded (late  i  you  would  reduce  her  to  the  level  of 
her  mother  i  and  when  an  injured  father  afks  for 
fatisfadtion,  you  refufe  to  give  it  him — what  is  this 
but  cowardice  ?  plain  unequivocal  cowardice  ! 

Lavijh.  Cowardice !  ill  as  Mifs  Sutherland  has 
treated  me,  I  never  meant  to  raife  my  arm  againft 
her  father  : — but  when  you  allude  to  the  memory 
of  her  I  owe  fuch  obligations  to,  and  fay  I  would 
reduce  her  daughter  to  the  fame  degraded  ftate — 
'tis  pad  bearing — I  can't  endure  it !  and  you  may 
fhoot  me  as  foon  as  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Hervey.  Here  are  the  weapons  then — (put- 
ting piftol  into  LAVISH'J  band). 

Worry,  Hold,  Sir ;  he  is  innocent,  Mifs  Suther- 
land is  flandered!— the  lady  your  friend  faw  enter 
this  houfe  was  a  very  different  perfon* — it  was  the 
\vidow,  indeed  it  was  the  widow  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Mrs.  Dazzle? 

Worry.  Ay  :  'tis  fhe  that  carries  on  an  amour 
with  the  Captain  j  and  though  I  can't  produce  her 
to  prove  it,  I  can  at  lead  produce  a  pare  of  her;— 
look,  Sir — do  you  fee  this  cloak  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  Away  !  'tis  my  unfeeling  daughter's, 
and  the  fight  fo  heightens  my  reientment— 
Come,  Sir,  wrongs  like  mine  will  brook  no  more 
delay,  and  you  muft  either  meet  a  coward's  or  a 
villain's  fate 

Lavijb.  Coward  again  ! — Come,  then — here's 
my  ground  !  (goes  up  ft  age.) 

Worry  (flopping  Sir  HERVEYJ,  Don't  think  me 
impertinent  Sir — but  while  you  as  a  man  of  honour 
think  it  your  duty  to  fight  a  duel,  I  as  an  honeft 
man  think  it  mine  to  prevent  it  I— it's  the  widow  ! 

upon 
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upon    my  foul,    it's     the  widow  !     (holding   Sir 
HERVEY'S  arm  who  ftruggles  to  get  it  loofened.} 

Sir  Hervey.  Diftraction  ! — nay   then — thus 
(throws  WORRY  violently  from  him,  whos  falling 
againft  doors  of  recefs,  they   lurft   open  and  Mrs. 
DAZZLE  is  dif covered  ftanding  on  the  pedejial  Jur- 
rounded  by  doves,   &V.) 

Worry  (who  has  fallen  at  her  feet t  Jlill  looking  up 
in  her  face}.  It's  the  widow  ! — upon  my  foul  it's 
the  widow  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Amazement !— can  that  be  Mrs. 
Dazzle ! 

Lavijh.  No — it's  a  ftatue — you  fee  it's  a  ftatue. 
(Mrs.  DAZZLE  rifes,  walks  quickly  down  theftage 
and  exit.) 

Worry.  Halloa  !  won't  you  take  your  cloak 
along  with  you  ?  you*ll  want  it  to  cover  your  fins  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Hypocrite  !  I  now  view  her  in  her 
true  colours,  and  I  am  doomed  to  be  the  dupe  of 
woman, — Mr.  Lavifh,  I  fee  my  friend  was  miftaken, 
and  I  acknowledge  I  have  wronged  you. 

Lavijh.  Pfha! — I  want  no  acknowledgment—- 
if you  wifb  to  make  me  amends,  flay  and  dine 
with  me — mine  is  thefyftem  of  economy,  and  as  I 
can't  lay  out  money  to  better  advantage  than  in 
entertaining  an  old  friend,  I'll  give  you  a  dinner 
fit  for  the  court  of  Aldermen — I  will,  if  I  fave  it  a 
thoufand  ways. 

Sir  Hervey.  Excufe  me,  Sir— your  innocence  on 
the  prefent  occafion  will  not  do  away  former  in- 
juries j  nor  will  Mrs.  Dazzle's  bad  conduct  be  an 
apology  for  my  daughter's.—  No  \ — whilft  I  thought 
love  the  caufe  of  her  elopement,  it  was  my  duty  to 
purfue  and  fave  her  : — but  fince  I  fee  felf-intereft  is 
the  motive,  and  that  fhe  fled  to  avoid  figning  art 
inftrument  which  would  have  faved  me  from  dif- 

grace, 
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grace,  and  not  have  injured  her — I  (hall  no  longer 
condefcend  to  feek  her. 

Worry.  Tis  no  fuch  thing,  Sir — and  if  you  will 
go  to  her  at  Mr.  Mift's  houfe — 

Sir  Hervey.  Peace  !«—  and  inftantly  attend  me 
home,  where,  if  the  account  of  your  own  conduct 
prove  not  fatisfaclory — (WORRY  attempts  to/peak). 
—Nay,  this  is  no  place  for  explanation — go  on  be- 
fore— Mr.  Laviflv  I  have  the  honour  towifli  you 
good  evening  !  (WORRY  and  Sir  HERVEY  exeunt.) 

Lavijh.  Here's  bad  reckoning ! — 'tis  well  I  cal- 
culate better  in  money  matters.  But  what's  to  be 
done  ? — he  faid  (he  was  gone  to  Mr.  Mift's : — well ! 
if  I  follow  her,  fhe  won't  fee  me  j — if  I  write  to  her, 
fhe  won't  anfwer  my  letter. — Oh  !  (he's  loft ! — 
Juliana's  loft  to  me  for  ever  ! 

Enter  FRANK. 

Frank.  Sir,  is  the  chaife  to  wait  ? 

Lavijh  (not  regarding  him).  And  yet,— if  I 
could  gain  an  interview— hark'ye,  Frank — do 
you  know  any  body  at  Mr.  Mift's  the  Manager's  ? 

Frank,  Yes:  and  fodo  you,  Sir — Stopgap,  who 
left  your  fervice  to  go  on  the  ftage,  is  now  his 
prompter. 

Lavijh.  That's  fortunate — I'll  go  to  him  in- 
ftantly j  and  if  he  will  but  do  me  a  favour — 

Frank.  That  he  will,   if  you'll  bribe  him  :  only 

give  him  ten  pounds but  that  you  know,  Sir, 

won't  fuit  your  fyftem  of  economy. 

Lavijh.  Won't  it  ? — ten  pound  is  no  object,  and 
I've  lately  made  fo  many  good  bargains,  that  it's 

d d  hard  if  I  can't  afford  to  throw  away  an  odd 

bank  note  or  two. — So,  come  along — and  if  after 
all  I  do  live  a  little  beyond  my  income,  it's  no 
fault  of  mine,  Frank. 

Frankj 
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Frank.  No  !   whofe  is  it  then,  Sir  ? 

Lavijb.  Whofe! — why  it  is  the  fault  of  thofe 
felfifh  harpies  who  make  economy  ufelefs — who 
raife  the  price  of  every  article:— and  if  Sir  Hervey 
and  other  fighting  gentlemen  would  unload  their 
piftols  on  jobbers,  foreftallers,  and  monopolizers, 
their  valour  would  be  directed  to  the  bed  purpofes— - 
I  might  live  cheap,  and  the  country  would  be 
cleared  of  it's  worft  enemies  !  \Exeunt. 


THE    END   OF   THE   THIRD    ACT. 
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SCENE— Outftde  of  a  Theatre,  and  MIST'S  bottff, 
LAVISH  difcovered  liftening  at  the  door. 

Lavijb.  Gad  !  I  hope  the  prompter  don't  want 
prompting  :  (Looking  at  his  watch)  By  this  'tis  ten 
minutes,  but  by  my  reckoning  ten  hours,  fince 
Stopgap  entered  this  houfe  with  a  letter  for  Juliana, 
— fo — he  comes ! — he  comes  ! 

Enter  STOPGAP  (from  the  houfe). 

Lavijb.  Well !  what  news  ?•— have  you  feen  Mifs 
Sutherland  ? 

Stopgap.  I  have,  and  here— (producing  a  letter). 

Lavijh.  Here's  an  anfwer  to  my  letter. 

Stopgap.  No  ; — there's  your  letter  back  again— 
{he  refufed  to  open  it,  and  in  my  prefence  ordered 
the  fervants  not  to  admit  you  into  the  houfe. 

Lavijb.  What !  fhe  perfifts 

Stopgap.  Molt  obftinately,  Sir ; — but  fpite  of 
her  refufal,  make  it  worth  my  while,  and  I'll  pro- 
cure you  an  interview : — excufe  the  hint,  Sir ;  but 
if  you  recollect  when  1  lived  with  you,  you  were  fo 
faving— 

Lavijb.  So  I  am  ftill : — worfe  and  worfe, — more 
economical  than  ever-, — but  the  hope  of  gaining 
fuch  a  treafure  as  Juliana! — here  you  rogue, — 
here's  ten  pounds  on  the  ftrength  of  it  (giving  him 
a  bank  note).. 

Stopgap* 
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Stopgap.  So  there  is  -3 — then  lifteri :— the  play  to 
night  is  the  "  Road  to  Ruin,"  and  Mr.  Prettyman, 
who  was  to  have  performed  Goldfinch,  has  juft  met 
with  an  accident : — now,  Sir,  having  no  fubftitute, 
and  it  being  too  late  to  change  the  play,  fuppofe 
you  wait  on  the  Manager,  and  offer  to  fupply  his 
place, 

Lavijh.  I  fupply  ! 

Stopgap.  Why  not  ?  at  the  private  theatre  I  have 
feen  you  a<5t  this  very  part : — then  an  interview  is 
certain  ;  for  Mr.  Mift's  houfe  adjoins  the  theatre, 
and  Mifs  Sutherland  is  now  in  a  room  clofe  to  the 
ftage. 

Lavijh.  Is  (he  ? — then  I'll  double  Prettyman ; 
—I'll  act  Goldfinch, — <f  that's  your  fort;"— but 
hold,  hold — don't  introduce  me  by  my  own  names 
call  me  Mr.  Crib,  or  Mr.  Glib,  or  Mr.  Squib. 

Stopgap.  I  will  j  I'll  call  you  Mr.  Squib. — Hufh ! 
— he  comes.  (fThey  ftand  afide.) 

Enter  MIST  and  Mrs.  DAZZLE. 

Mift.  How!  what!  London  Manager  ! — Hufband 
die  a  London  Manager  ! — Go  on,  imperial  Mrs. 
M.  P. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Nay,  I  only  tell  you  that  Mr. 
Dazzle,  a  fhort  time  previous  to  his  deceafe,  was  in 
treaty  for  a  moiety  of  one  of  the  London  theatres  ; 
but  I  cannot  fay  whether  he  lived  to  complete  his 
purchafe  j — however,  I  (hall  write  by  this  poft. 

Mift.  And  fo  will  I:— anc|  if  he  did  purchafe, 
throne  devolves  to  you. — Bleis  me  !  how  majeftic 
fhe  looks! — and  her  play. — When  fhall  I  hear  the 
reft  of  your  moft  magnificent  play  ? — Nay,  fpare  a 
country  monarch  : — thought  her  great  a&refs, — 
E  you 
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you  humble  author  : — now  you  turn  out  manager, 
and  fhe  worfe  than  a  dummy. 

Mrs  Dazzle.  Well,  Sir,  you  know  how  to 
.make  atonement  ;  your  friend  Mr.  Alkrade  wifhes 
to  marry  this  ungrateful  girl,  and  as  fhe  is  now 
under  your  roof 

Mift.  Enough — fend  for  Alltrade,  and  then, 
"  Good  morrow,  good  Queen  Mary." 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  I  will; — I'll  go  write  to  him  in- 
ftantly ; — and  in  return,  if  I  do  poflefs  a  London 
theatre,  depend  on't  you  (hall  be  my  fole  ma- 
nager. 

Mift.  Right !  —I'm  the  man  to  rule  behind 
curtain. — I'm  the  man  to  accept  pieces,  caft  parts, 
and  every  night  fecurean  overflow  ; — but  go,  thou 
author  of  the  divineft  tragedy  (kiffes  h?r  hand,  and 
Mrs.  DAZZLE  exit).  Never  (hall  it  be  adted  though ; 
never  (hall  fhe  a<£l  her  own  infernal — — • 

Stopgap  (advancing).  Sir ! — more  bad  luck, 
Sir  ! — Mr.  Prettyman,  in  trying  to  pull  on  the  only 
pair  of  new  boots  we  have  in  the  theatre,  has  juft 
put  out  his  fhoulder  bone,  confequently  there  is 
nobody  to  aft  Goldfinch. 

Mift.  Put  out  fhoulder  bone! — what  now! — 
Juft  before  doors  open  ? 

Stopgap.  Even  fo,  Sir;  and  we  have  lately 
made  fo  many  apologies 

Mift.  i  rue ;  made  one  laft  night,  two  the 
night  before :  zounds!  there'll  be  a  riot;  and  all 

owinn;  to  this  ungrateful  fhamming See  how  it 

is— benefit's  over — that's  it — got  Lfcur  pounds 
over  expences,  and  till  that's  gone,  aft  Road  to 
Ruin  oft,  inftead  of  on,  theftage;but  what's  to 
be  do. ie?—  found  out,  Stop ;  d  «  »c  we  fhall  be 
found  out. 

Stopgap. 
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Stopgap,  Nay:  there  is  hope  ftill— look  yonder, 
Sir  j  that  gentleman  is  an  excellent  fubflitute  ;  he 
is  perfect  in  the  part,  and  with  your  leave  is  ready- 
to  go  on  with  it. — I'll  introduce  him— Mr.  Squib* 
this  is  Mr.  Mift. 

Lavijh    Sir,  your  moft  devoted—— 

Milt  (haughtily").  Servant, *my  lad  j  fervant — fb, 
call  yourfelf  an  actor  !  heh  !  hem  ! 

Lavijh.  I  do— at  your  (ervice,  Sir. 

Mift.  My  fervice!— he!  he! — that's  another 
matter— fee  you  aft  firft — if  mifs,  exit  Squib — if 
hit,  enter  at  half  a  guinea  a  week. 

Lavijh.  Pfha  !-«-money's  no  obje6h 

Mift.  No! 

Lavijh.  No,  I've  faved  a  fortune,  Mr.  Manager, 
and  am  fo  attached  to  the  ftage,  that  I'll  not  only 
act  gratis,  but  when  there  are  not  expences  in  the 
houfe,  I'll  be  bound  to  pay  them — I  will,  if  I  fave 
it  a  thoufand  ways. 

Mift.  Will  you  ? — oh  that  I  had  a  whole  com- 
pany like  him  !— why  you're  a  high  fellow  ! 

Lavijh  (fpeaking  from  GOLDFINCH.)  "  To  be 
<c  fure — know  the  odds — hold  four  in  hand — beat 
"  the  mail — come  in  full  fpeed — rattle  down  the 
*f  gateway — take  care  of  your  heads— never  killed 
"  but  one  woman  and  a  child  in  all  my  life — that's 
tc  your  fort !" 

Mift.  Bravo  ! — capital ! — and  no  falary  ! — my 
dear  Mr.  Squib — all  gratitude — all  thankfulnefs— ^ 
by  and  bye  rule  a  London  theatre — perhaps  Co- 
vent  Garden — Know  prefent acting  manager! 

Lavijh.   What! 

Mijt.  Mum  ! — kick  him  out,  whip  you  in. 

Lavijh.  That's  right — kick  out  prefent  ftupid 
acting  manager,  and  whip  me  in  3— but  come  along 
«*-isn't  it  time  to  drefs  ? 
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Mift.  Not  quite  ;  juft  time  to  crack  bottle,  and 
draw  up  apology — muft  get  one  ready  written  :— 
much  warfare  lately— laft  night  affronted  audience 
myfelf. 

Lavijb.  Yourfelf!  how? 

Mift.  Tell  you  : — whenever  theatre's  thin,  always 
get  drunk. 

Lavijb.  In  the  name  of  heaven,  why  ? 

Mijl.  He !  he  !  he  ! — 'caufe  it  makes  me  fee 
double — fo  going  to  take  a  peep,  miftook  my  way, 
and  in  dagger  fcene  of  Macbeth,  reeled  upon  the 
flage,  and  ftaggered  up  to  lamps  ! — never  fo  well 
received  before; — delighted  with  applaufe,  flood 
fmiling  and  bowing,  till  Macbeth  bore  me  off, 
'midft  the  (homing  and  huzzaing  of  a  genteel, 
though  not  a  numerous,  audience — Expect  buftle  to 
night  in  confequence — fo  muft  knock  under  a  little 
— not  too  much  though — I'm  Manager — heh  ! — 
hem  ! — but  come  along  j  and  over  bottle  drink 

fuccefs 

Lavijb.  There's  no  occafion  j  my  Goldfinch 
never  failed — •"  that's  your  fort !"  [Exeunt. 


SCENE — A  grand  Saloon   in   Sutherland  Houfe 
—Majks  difcovercd  dancing. 

After  dance,  ALLTRADE  drejfed  in  a  Domino  enters 
with  a  Servant. 

Alltrade  (a,  letter  in  bis  band).  From  Mrs. 
Dazzle,  you  fay  j  perhaps  fome  news  of  Mifs 
Sutherland.  (Opens  letter  and  reads) :  t{  Juliana 
"  is  at  Mr.  Mift's,  and  he  completely  in  our  in- 
"  tereft. — Come  diredly,  and  if  Sir  Hervey  has 
<f  given  you  his  confent,  make  him  write  it  to 

"  his 
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"  his  daughter :  and  if  he  objects  to  that  from 
"  motives  of  pride  and  delicacy,  bid  him  write  to 
tf  the  Manager,  and  entreat  him  to  enforce  his 
"  command:  this  (hewn  to  Juliana  will  fecure  all; 
"  — fhe  will  forfeit  the  legacy,  and  a  third  of  my 
"  hufband's  tftate  will  be  yours !"——— Excel- 
lent !  and  he  has  given  me  his  confent — what's 
here  ?  a  poftfcript ! — (Reads  on)  :  "  If  Juliana  has 
"  figned  the  bond,  don't  mention  it  to  Sir  Hervey 
"  — he'll  expect  money,  and  at  prefent  you  know 

"  we  have    none  to   give   him." True:  and 

the  bond  is  already  difpofed  of;  for  if  all  clfe  fail, 
that  will  be  a  grand  refource. — My  compliments 
to  Mrs  Dazzle,  and  I'll  wait  upon  her  prefently. 
(Servant  exit.) 

Enter  Sir  HERVEY  baftily. 

Sir  Hervey.  Alltrade  !  my  friend  ! — I'm  glad 
I've  found  you — (taking  bis  band). 

Alltrade.  Why,  what  agitates  you  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  I'm  ruined — I'm  expofed — look — 
do  you  lee  thofe  mafks  ?  (pointing,  to  two  majks  in 
dommos  who  ft  and  apart  from  tbe  reft). 

Alltrade.  I  do — what  of  them  ? 

Sir  Hervey  (w  hi/per  ing  birn}.  Hulh. 

Alltrade.  Bailiffs ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Ay,  an  execution  for  a  thoufand 
pounds,  and  a  writ  againlt  my  perfon  for  nearly 
the  fame  fum. — And  now,  in  the  meridian  of  my 
fplendor,  I  am  to  meet  the  fcorn  of  all  around 

me  j  now,  in  the  midft  of  friends but  be  it  fo— 

a  gaol  can't  yield  me  lefs  fubltantial  joy  than  this 
unmeaning,  artificial  fcene. 

Alltrade.  Come,  come,  don't  rail  at  that  which, 
till  now,  gave  you  happinefs. 

E  3  •  Sir 
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Sir  Hervey.  Never.  —  What  has  it  afforded  me? 
days  of  diftrefs,  and  nights  of  fever  and  difgrace  : 
borrowing  one  day,  to  pay  double  the  next; 
flying  to  the  gaming-table  —  facrificing  fortune, 
health,  honour  —  and  for  what  ?  —  to  appear  fafliion- 
able  j  to  make  a  falfe  difplay  of  wealth  j  and  frifter 
away  life  in  the  fociety  of  knaves  I  deteft,  and  fools 
I  defpife.  —  Call  you  this  happinefs  ?  —  No,  'tis  de- 
iperation,  'tis  delirium  ! 

silltrade»  Nay,  be  compofed  j  there  is  ft  ill  a  way 
to  fave  you.  You  know  this  diftrefs  would  have 
been  avoided  had  your  daughter  figned  the 
bond. 

Sir  Hervey  Name  her  not-  —  I  do  not  wi(h  to 
curfe  her. 

Alhradt.  Well,  but  if  flic  will  ft  ill  fign  -  and 
remember  our  converfation  this  morning  —  on  your 
\vifhing  (he  had  a  hufband  to  protecl  her,  and  my 
naming  myfelf,  you  were  'pleafed  tq  fay  (he  could 
not  be  in  better  hands. 

Sir  Htrvey.    I  did—  but   what  has  this  to  dp 


Alltrade.  Every  thing.  —  Let  the  marriage  take 
place,  and  I,  in  the  character  of  hufband,  can  ex- 
ecute the  bond  myfelf.  Then  thefe  debts  will  be 
difcharged,  and  all  go  well  again.  Come,  though 
you  fay  you  don't  diflike  a  prifon,  I  am  too  much 
your  friend  to  fee  you  put  to  the  trial. 

Sir  Hervey.  Well,  I  own  I  dread  the  expofure 
and  difgrace. 

Alltrade.  Then  to  avoid  it,  write  a  ftrong  letter 
to  your  daughter;  ftate  that  her  accepting  my  hand 
can  alone  fave  you  from  ruin.  % 

Sir  Hervey.  I  write  !  —  I  condefcend  ! 

Alltrade.  Nay  then,  to  make  it  lefs  irkfome  to 
your  feelings,  write  to  the  gentleman  under  whofe 

protection, 
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protection  flie  has  pkced  herfelf;  bid  him  exert 
his  influence. — Come,  ftep  with  me  into  the  next 
room,  and  I'll  dictate  the  contents. 

Sir  Hervty.  Well,  do  with  me  what  you  will; 
but  I've  but  little  hope. 

Alltrade.  And  I'm  mod  fanguine ;  and  before 
to-night  is  pad,  you  fhall  again  enjoy  this  fcene  of 
fplendid  revelry. 

Sir  1'Iervey.  What,  when  I  view  it  in  its  proper 
light  ? — No,  my  friend  j  ftrip  diffipation  of  its  robe 
of  falhion — (hew  it  in  its  naked  deformity— fee  it 
furrounded  by  its  offspring,  poverry,  fuicide,  de- 
fpair,  and  madnefs  !— and  who  would  be  weak 
enough  to  purfue  it  ? — But  lead  on,  I  obey  your 
wifhes.  [Exeunt. 

{Dancing  renewed.} 

Re-enter  SIR  HERVEY. 

Sir  Hervey.  So,  I  have  fent  the  letter.— I  know 
not  why,  I  trembled  as  I  wrote  it;  and  at  the 
thought  of  thus  difpofing  of  my  child,  my  fore- 
boding heart but  I  dare  think  no  more — lee 

the  dance  go  on. 

Enter  WORRY. 

Worry.  Oh,  Sir ! — fuch  news  ! — didn't  you  fay 
Mifs  Sutherland  hadn't  figned  the  bond  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  I  did :  and  but  now  my  friend 
Alltrade . 

Worry.    Your    friend  ! — only    Men,    Sir — my 

nephew,  I'm  forry  to  mention  it,   is  an  attorney  -, 

and  he  had  the  impudence  to  call  here  and  afk  for 

a  ticket  for  your  mafked  ball.     Says  he,  "  I  can 

E  4  •  «  fupport 
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"  fupport  a  character."— Says  I,  "  That's  impof- 
"  fible,  bccaufe  you've  no  character  to  fupport."— 
(l  Nay,"  fays  he,  "  I'm  grown  honeft  fince  I  faw 
*'  you." — "  Oh  !  you  are,  are  you  ?"  fays  I  ; 
"  then  pray  walk  up  j  novelty  at  a  mafquerade  is 
Cf  every  thing." 

Sir  Hervey.  Piha  !  what's  this  to  me  ? 
Worry.  You  (hall  hear,   Sir.     I  am  more  forry 
to  mention  he  is  Mr.  Alltrade's  attorney  ;  and,  by 
his  orders,  has  juft  taken  the  bond  to  Mifs  Suther- 
land, at  Mr.  Mift's. 

Sir  Hervey.  Indeed  !  and  what  was  the  refult  ? 
Worry.  What!  why  the  moment  he  fhcwed  her 
your  name  at  the  bottom  of  it,  {he  burft  into  tears; 
then  taking  up  the  pen,  (he  exclaimed,  '*  Though 
cc  my  father  is  unmindful  of  my  diftrefles,  I  can 
"  never  forget  his ;  and  were  it  to  doom  me  to 
"  imprifonment  or  death,  I  would  execute  with 
"  pleafure." 

Sir  Hervey.  How  !   and  did  (he 

Worry.  She  did. — And  another  thing — you 
muft  have  figned  the  bond  without  reading  it :  in- 
ftead  of  two  years,  'tis  payable  on  demand. 

Sir  Hervey.  'Tis  falfe  !  I'll  not  believe  a  word. 
Worry.  I  thought  fb — I  thought  this  would  be  the 
cafe ;  and  therefore  I  perfuaded  my  nephew  to 
truft  me  with  it — (produces  bond}. — Look,  here  is 
at  once  a  proof  of  your  friend's  villainy  and  your 
daughter's  virtue ! — See  how  you  have  wronged 
her,  and  how  he  has  wronged  you.  But  the  wi- 
dow, (he  is  the  arch  agent !  and  talk  of  gentlemen 
of  the  long  robe,  curie  me  but  I  believe  there's 
more  mifchief  under  one  gown  than  another  ! 

Sir  Hervey  (reading  bond).  "  Juliana  Suther- 
"  land  !" — (weeps  and  lets  bond  fall.)—  Where  is 
Jhe,  where  is  my  daughter  ? 

Worry. 
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Worry.  How!— do  you  mean 
Sir  Hervey.  I  do ;  I  mean  to  prove  myfelf  her 
father :  the  bitter  fecret  long  has  rankled  here,  but 
now  J  can  divulge  it :  and  if  a  (battered  heart  can 
once  more  vibrate  at  the  touch  of  joy,  it  will  be 
when  I  clafp  my  wronged,  exalted  child! — Come, 
let  us  flv  ! 

Worry.  Ay,  the  fader  the  better. — I'm  fo 
happy  ! — If  Mrs.  Worry  were  in  Heaven,  I 
couldn't  be  happier  ! — (aj  they  are  going,  Bailiffs 
in  dominos  advance.) 

Bailiff.  Excufe  us,  Sir  Hervey,  we  cannot  part 
with  you  j   and  unlcfs  the  debt  is  inftantly  paid,  we 
muft  conduct  you  to  prifbn. 
Worry.  To  prifon  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Ay  j  behold  my  well  timed  punifli- 
ment !— Now,  on  the  brink  of  happinefs,  I  am  to 
meet  the  fure  reward  of  defperation  and  extra- 
vagance ! 

Bailiff.  Nay,  why  upbraid  yourfelf,  Sir  Hervey? 
a  man  of  your  rank  couldn't  live  fliabbily. 

Sir  Hervey.  No  j  but  I  might  have  lived  honor- 
ably -,  I  might  have  lived  within  my  income ;  that 
is  the  barrier  no  man  of  true  honour  ever  paffes : 
and  if  ftealing  on  the  highway  be  punilhed  with 
death,  why  fhould  the  more  refined  robber,  who 
defrauds  the  induftrious  tradefman  of  the  hard 
earnings  by  which  he  is  to  fupport  his  family,  why 

fhould  he  efcape  ? Oh  !  let  no  man  boaft  the 

proud  name   of  gentleman,,  who   contracts  debts 
he  cannot  pay  ! — But  I  attend  you — lead  on — and 
yet— Diftraftion  !— William  ! 
Worry.  Sir  ! 

Sir  Hervey.    The  word  I  had  forgotten  :  you 

know  not  half  your  mafter's  weaknels,  half  his 

4  villany ! 
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villany  ! — not  an   hour  ago  I  wrote  a  letter,    and 
commanded  my  daughter  to  marry 
Worry.  Whom,  Sir? 

Sir  Hervey.  The  worft,  the  vileft  of  mankind  ! 
Worry.  Mr.  Alltrade  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  Yes ;  I,  her  father,  in  return  for  all 
her  fondnefs  and  affection,  commanded  her  to  link 
herfelf  to  infamy,  difhonour  ! — But  is  it  yet  too  late 
to  fave  her  ? — will  (he  not  be  merciful  ? — oh  !  will 
ihe  not  difobey  me  : 

Worry.  No,  (he's  fo  affectionate,  that  the  mo- 
ment (he  reads  the  letter— 

'Sir  Hervey.  Ay,  but  perhaps  (he  has  not  yet 
received  it.— Go,  lofe  not  a  moment  3  'tis  di- 
rected to  the  gentleman  at  whofe  houfe  (he  now 
refides. 

Worry.  I'll  goj  I'll  do  all  I  can  to  fave  her: 
and,  in  the  mean  time,  pray  keep  up  your  fpirits, 
Sir :  indeed,  indeed  you  deferve  a  better  fate. 

Sir  Hervey.  No,  I  deferve  it  all ! — think  what  I 
am,  and  what  1  might  have  been  !— now  an  outcaft 
and  a  beggar,  dragged  from  my  home,  and  plunged 
into  a  prifon  ! — and,  but  for  frfhion  and  its  errors, 
that  houfe  had  been  a  heaven  ! — But  my  child  I—- 
go— be  fwifter  than  the  letter — fave  her  from  fee- 
ing what  will  make  her  curfe  me;  and,  whilft  it 
dooms  her  to  eternal  mifery,  will  be  an  everlafting 
evidence  of  my  difgrace  !  [Exeiwf. 
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SCENE — An  Apartment  in  MIST'J  Houfe. 
{Knocking  at  (be  door.}— Enter  Mrs.  DAZZLE. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  'Tis  he !  'tis  Alltrade  !  now  for 
it !-  now  if  Sir  Hervey  has  but  confented  to  the 
marriage. — (Here  LAVISH  opens  door  in  back  fcenfft 
and  is  coming  out  j  but  feeing  Mrs.  DAZZLE  flops 
end  lift  ens).  Oh,  I'm  fo  anxious. — (Enter  ALL- 
TRADE.) — Well !  what  fuccefs  ?  will  the  match  take 
place? — (hall  I  inherit  my  hufband's  eftate  ? 

Alltrade.  You  will !  this  letter  from  Sir  Hervey 
to  Mr.  Mid  will  explain  and  fecure  every  thing. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Let  me  fee— (takes*  letter  and 
reads) :  f<  To  Mr.  Mift.— Sir,  My  daughter 
"  having  placed  herfelf  under  your  protection,  I 
*c  am  induced  to  think  you  have  an  influence  over 
fe  her,  though  her  father,  has  none  ;  therefore  let 
<c  me  entreat  you  to  exert  it,  by  perfuading  her  to 
<f  accept  the  hand  of  my  friend  Mr.  Alltrade,  and 
?'  allure  her  that  her  marriage  with'  that  gentleman 
?f  can  alone  fave  me  from  ruin,  or  lead  to  the  re- 
"  conciliation,  (he  has  fo  long  pretended  to  wifh 
f«  for. — HERVEY  SUTHERLAND." 

Alltrade.  There  !  ihe's  too  dutiful  to  refufe. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Oh,  the  thought  of  faving  him 
from  ruin  would  of  itfelf  induce  her  to  confent ; 
but  the  hope  of  a  reconciliation  alfo ! — delightful  ! 
charming !  Go,  take  the  letter  to  Mr.  Mift,  and 
bid  him  come  and  (hew  it  Juliana  directly. 

Alltrade.  1  will. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  And,  d'ye  hear  ;  then  away  to  a 
parfon  :  in  the  mean  time  I'll  get  a  licence,  and 
in  lefs  than  half  an  hour  the  marriage  fhall  take 
place  in  this  very  room. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Servant.  Madam,  here's  a  Mr.  Worry 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Don't  admit  him  -t  remember  you 
have  orders  to  admit  nobody. — (Servant  exit.) 
Away  !  difpatch,  my  friend  ;  and  now  Mifs  Juliana, 
I  defy  you  !  neither  your  father  nor  your  lover, 
no,  not  even  the  economical  Captain,  can  fave  his 
darling  treafure  now.  [Exif. 

Lavijh  (advancing).  Can't  he  ?  he'll  try  a 
thoufand  ways  though. — 'Sdeath  1  no  fooner  recon- 
ciled to  Juliana — no  fooner  convinced  her  of  my 
truth  and  affection,  than  I'm  to  fee  her—  If  (he 
reads  the  letter  j  all's  over  !  for  her  laft  words  were, 
"  I  will  marry  no  man,  but  the  one  my  father 
"  feledls  for  me."— and  now,  when  his  ruin  and  a 
reconciliation  depend  on  her  confenting— plague 
on't !  I  could  play  the  fool  and  weep :  yes,  I'm 
no  niggard  here  !  (putting  bis  band  to  bis  heart)— 
and  if  I  can  purchafe  her  fafety  even  at  the  lofs  of 
my  life  „ I  (hall  reckon  it  the  bell  bargain  I  ever 
made. 

Mift  (without).  Very  well,  .I'll  deliver  letter — 
I'll  make  widow  amends. 

Lavi/h.  Here  he  comes,  and  in  his  pofTeffion 
what  will  for  ever  ruin  me  and  Juliana;  nav,  alfo 
Sir  Hervey  :— I'm  fure  he's  under  fume  dreadful 
error ;  and  if  I  can  fave  his  daughter  at  this  moment, 
my  triumph  will  be  ten  times  greater  than  in  fight- 
ing him  j — yes,  that  I  lhall  call  honourable  fatis- 
faftion.  What  can  I  devife  ? — fee  the  letter  Ihe 
(hall  not !  and  there  is  no  way  to  prevent  it  but 
by  getting  this  credulous  old  manager  out  of  the 
room.  Let  me  fee — I  have  it ! — he  talked  of  a  riot 
in  his  theatre  ! — it  will  do  !  it  will  do  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  MIST  drunk. 

Mtft  (tie.  letter  in  bis  hand).  So,  here's  Sir 
Hervey's  letter;  and  I'm  to  fhew  it  Mifs  Suther- 
land; and  enforce  marriage,  and u  u-up  ! 

(Hiccuping)  :  methinks  I  fee  double  again — me- 
thinks — no — no  I'm  not  on  ftage  now,  'caufe 
hear  no  applaufe  :  drunk  or  fober,  fure  to  en- 
courage fuch  a  promifing  young  aftor. 

Lavi/h  (obferving  him).  Drunk  too  ! — better 
and  better ! 

Mtft.  He  !  he !  he  !— wonder  how  Mr.  Squib- 
how  Mr.  No  Salary's  going  on  ?— fays  he,  "  I'm  a 
tf  private  ador !"— >«  Hem,"  fays  I,  "  more  private 
"  the  better:" — hope  they  accept  him  though  ;  hope 
they  let  him  double  Prettyman  ;  if  not,  here's  fuch 
an  apology  !  (pulling  out  a  paper,  and  putting  it 
lack  again) — fuch  a  beautiful,  witty  compofition  ; 
but  hold  : — now  to  fee  Mifs  Sutherland  ! 

Lavijh  (coming  againfl  him).  And  now  to  pre- 
vent you.  ( ' Afide.) — Oh,  Sir,  I  was  juft  going  for 
you :  the  riot  is  begun, — the  whole  theatre  is  in 
an  uproar. 

M.ift.  Devil !  what ! — want' Prettyman  ? 
Lavijh.  No,  they  want  you — Tell  you  how  it 
was — Stopgap  went  on,  and  claimed  their  ufual  in- 
dulgence— on  which  a  little  tiger-faced  fellow  ex- 
claimed from  the  pit,  "  We'll  bear  it  no  longer  !— 
"  if  the  Manager  will  conftantly  make  apologies, 
"  play  the  bed  parts,  a6t  his  own  farces,  get  drunk, 
"and reel  upon  the  itage,  why  the  theatre  is  a  nui- 
"  fance!" 

Mift.  A  nuifance ! 

Lavijh.    Ay:   "And  either  let  him  come  and 
*'  account  for  his  conduci,  or  let  us  treat  it  as  a  nui- 

"  fance : 
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«'fance:— -let  us  pull  it  down  !" — He  was  ftrongty 
fupported,  and  1  left  the  whole  houfe  calling 
<{  Manager  !  Manager  !"— - fo  go— go  directly 
(pulling  him}. 

Mift.  I  go !  I  account ! — to  whom  :— to  a  five 
pound  houfe! — to  a  tiger-faced  gentleman,- and  a 
dozen  more  ungrateful,  taftelefs  fcouncirels — I  ! 

Lavijh.  Taftelefs  ! 

Mift.  Yes :  haven't  I  done  every  thing  ! — turn'd 
author,  actor,  engaged  Harlequin,  and  half  ruined 
myfelf  to  pleafe  'em  ? — and  now — look  'ye,  Mr. 
Squib,  here's  my  apology — (taking  paper  out  of  his 
focket)  :  — if  that  will  fatisfy  'em,  let  Stop  read  it—- 
if not,  and  they  ftill  abufe  me  as  acting  manager, 
fee  how  they  like  me  in  another  character—- 
acting magiftrate  ! — Damme  !  myfelf  and  two 
conftables  '11  take  the  whole  houfe ! 

Lavijh  (looking  at  the  paper  in  MIST'S  hand}. 
By  heaven,  he  has  miftaken  ! — 'tis  Sir  Hervey's 
letter  !  (£/&fc).-^Yes !  that  will  do :  give  me 
that  apology,  and  I'll  anfwer  for  every  body  being 
fatisfied — nay  !  there's  no  time  for  hefitation — 
they  abfolutely  threatened  to  make  you  go  down  on 
your  knees. 

Mift.  His  knees ! — a  Manager  on  his  knees  !— 
that  for  'em  !  (/napping  his  fingers  and  turning 
away  from  LAVISH). 

Lavijh.  Nay  j  the  apology — 'tis,  'tis  Sir  Hervey's 
hand  !  (afide). — Give  me  the  apology. 

Mift.  That  for 'em!  won't— ^won't  condefcend 
to  let  'em  hear  even  apology  now. 

Lavijh.  No  ! — 'Sdeath  :  I've  marr'd  every 
thing,  (dfide). 

Mift.  No:    foon  manage  London  audience,  and 

not  even   to  them— buc  they  know  better — and 

were  I    before  'em   at  this  moment— inftead  of 

8  afking 
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afking  for  apology—inftead  of  approving  this  mean 
cowardly  piece  of  writing,  they'd  applaud  me  for 
deflroying  it — they  would  ! — fo  there  !— «preferved 
my  character  both  as  man  and  as  Manager  !  (tears 
Sir  HERVEY'J  letter.) 

Lavijb*  You  have  !  and  Juliana's  prefer ved  and 
I'm  prefer  ved  ! — (Enter  Mrs.  DAZZLE.) — fe  Here 
"  am  I,  widow — been  to  Hatchet's— befpoke  wed- 
"  ding  coa'ch — all  flafh — damn  the  expence — that's 
"  your  fort." 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  You  here,  Sir !— -  Mr.  Mift,  have 
you  fhewn  Mifs  Sutherland  her  father's  letter  ? 

Mift.  No  ;  and  can't  flay  to  do  it  now — muft  go 
quell  riot — muft  talk  to  tiger-fac'd  gentleman — 

Mrs.  Dazzle  (flopping  him}.  Nay:    if  you  wifh 
to   make  me  amends,  1  infift  you  do  it  inftantly, 
and  let  me  be  eye  witnefs  of  his  mortification  and 
herdefpair — Come  forth,  Mifsjuliana ! — (opens  door 
in  backjcenej  and  leads  out  JULIANA). — Now,  Mr. 
Mift,  where  is  Sir  Hervey's  letter  ? 
Mift.  Here    (pulling  out  paper). 
Mrs.  Dazzle.    Then  read  it,    and  fecure  my 
triumph. 

Mift.  I  will— hem!  (Reads).—"  Ladies  and 
"  Gentlemen,  the  difagreeable  dilemma  to  which  I 
<c  am  reduced—- — " 

Mrs.  Dazzle  (fnatcbing  it  from  him).  Why, 
you  miftake — let  me  read. — (Reads} — tf  Ladies 
"  and  Gentlemen,  the  difagreeable  dilemma  to  which 

ct  1  am  reduced "  why  what's  this  paper  ? 

Mift.  An  apology — that  I'm  ready  to  offer  you, 
though  not  audience — I'm  very  forry,  but  can't 
flay  to  explain  now — (Going)* 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Aftonifhing  !-— why,,  what's  be- 
come of  Sir  Hervey's  letter  ? 

Mift. 
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Mift.  What !  (points  to  tbe  torn  letter).— You 
take  the  hint — muft  go  to  tiger  faced  gentleman — 
you  take  the  hint.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  What  can  he  mean  ! — I'll  follow 
him,  and  have  the  matter  explained  inftantly — and 
don't  fancy  to  efcape,  Mifs  Juliana  ;  for  Sir  Hervey 
lhall  come  himfelf  and  enforce  his  confent;  and  if 
that  fails, — the  bpnd— look  to  the  bond— Oh,  you 
may  fmile,  Sir  (to  LAVISH),  but  you'll  find  re- 
venge is  ftill  in  my  power.  [Exit. 

Lavijb.  You  hear,  Mifs  Sutherland ;  and  to 
avoid  the  danger  with  which  you  are  threatened 
take  my  advice  and  be  beforehand  with  them. — 
Fly  to  your  father— throw  yourfelf  at  his  feet — en- 
treat his  protection — 

Juliana.  1  will ;  there  is  no  other  hope — go 
where  I  will,  they  ftill  purfue  and  perfecute  me. — 
Yes  !  I'll  to  my  father  ! 

Lavijb.  Come  then — allow  me  to  conduct  you*— 
and  if  I  too  throw  myfelf  at  his  feet,  and  he  no 
longer  thinks  me  his  enemy 

Juliana.  Alas !    even  then,  Mr.  Lavifh con- 

fider4   I  am  fo  deftitute  of  every  hope  of  fortune— 

I^avijh.  Fortune!  oh,  if  that's  all  the  difficulty, 
it's  only  to  leflen  our  expences — to  live  on  a 
narrow  fcale : — inftead  of  a  houfe  in  Grofvenor- 
fquare,  we  muft  be  content  with  one  in  Grofvenor- 
ftreet: — inftead  of  four  horfes,  we  muft  drive'only  a 
pair  : — and  to  avoid  gaming  and  giving  great  enter- 
tainments, we  muft  go  every  night  to  the  play  or 
the  opera. — But  come — and  though  thus  far  I  (hall 
ftint  you,  my  dear  Juliana,  in  every  other  refpect 
I'll  indulge  you  to  the  laft  (hilling — I  will,  if  I 
lave  it  a  ihoufand  ways !  [Exeunt. 


THE    END    OF    THE    FOURTH    ACT. 


MANAGEMENT. 


ACT     V. 


SCENE— rhe  Court-yard  of  a  Prifon;  Wall  and 
great  Gates  in  back  Scene-,  on  each  Side  Apartments  in 
the  Prifon,  and  O.  P.  Steps  leading  up  to  a  Door.-* 
Moonlight. 

Sir  HERVEY  and  WORRY  difcovered. 

Worry.  Nay,  let  me  entreat  you,  Sir,  retire  to 
your  chamber ! — you  forget  you  are  in  a  prifon. 

Sir  Hervey.  But  are  you  fure  my  daughter  is  not 
Alkrade's  wife  ? 

Worry.  I  am,  Sir !  and  that  (he  owes  her  deli- 
verance to  the  generous  exertions  of  Captain  Lavifh, 
(l.oud  knocking  at  gate.} — There — you  hear,  Sir  1 
—now  pray,  pray  retire. 

Sir  Hervey.  Well  !  conduft  me ;  and  in  the 
morning  wait  on  Captain  Lavifh,  and  exprefs  my 
warmeft  gratitude. — 

Worry.  Aye,  that  I  will,  Sir  !  and  make  everv 
inquiry  after  Mifs  Sutherland: — but  now,  Sir! 
(Loud  knocking  again}. — Blefs  me  !  this  is  a  molt 
unconfcionable  fort  of  place! — neither  let  people  in. 
or  out !— -'tis  devilifh  hard  : — I  dare  fay  the  gentle- 
man has  as  much  right  to  be  here  as  anv  b  -dv  !  — 
This  waya  Sir,  this  way!  (SirHfiRVfY  and  WORRY 
afcend  ftcpS)  and  exeunt.} 

F  Gates 


66  MANAGEMENT. 


(Gates  are   opened,   and  enter  JULIANA  and  twe 
Bailiffs.) 

Firjt  Bailiff.  Come,  come ! — now  all's  fafe  :— 
though  if  we  hadn't  contrived  to  feparate  her  from 
Captain  Lavifh  by  means  of  a  forged  letter— 

Second  Bailiff.  Ay,  that  was  my  planning!— fo 
here  you  are,  Mifs !  arrefted  on  your  bond  for  five 
thoufand  pounds  •,— and  you  know  Mr.  Alltrade's 
terms! — either  fign  a  contraft  of  marriage— 
Juliana.  That  I  never  will. 
Fir  ft  Bailiff.  Good  night  then. 
Juliana.    Stay  ! — fpare  me   but   a  moment  !— 
unufed  to  this   fcene  of  terror  and  diftrefs,  unlefs 
fome  friendly  hand  is  ftretched  to  fave  me,  I  muft 
e'en  fall  and  perilhhere  ! — Oh,  I  am  faint !  quite — 
quite  fick  at  heart. 

Second  Bailiff.    You'd  better  fign   the  contraft 
then. 

Juliana.  Never !  never !  (Bailiffs  exeunt).— 
They're  gone: — now,  Juliana,  fummon  all  your 
courage  ! — alone, — unprotected  !  in  the  worft  place, 
amongft  the  worft  fociety  ;  feparated  from  the  man 
you  love,  deferred  by  the  father  you  revere, 
and  fo  deprived  of  every  hope  of  aid,  that,  fhould 
you  linger  on  for  years,  here,  here  at  laft  muft  be 
your  grave  !  (Shouting  and  laughing  without.) — 
I  leavens  !  what  noife  is  that  ? — a  fet  of  the  moft 
needy  and  moft  defperate!  (Stamping:)  Again  !— 
they  come  this  way — and  I  am  left  to  be  the  vi&irn 
of  their  brutality  ! — I  can't  fupport  it ! — I  faint 
with  terror ! — Oh,  help  !  help  !  (Falls  at  the  foot 
•of  thefteps). 


Re-enttr 
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Re-enter  Sir  HERVEY. 

Sir  Hervey.  Surely  I  heard  a  woman's  voice, — 
and  feemingiy  in  much  diftrefs  ! — 'tis  fo  ! — poor 
wretch  ! — (he  fcarcely  breathes  : — Within  there  ! 
(Re-enter  Worry  :) — give  your  affiftance  !  help  me 
to  raife  this  poor  unfortunate. 

Worry.  I  will,  I  will!  (They  raife  JULIANA,  who 
remains  in  a  lifelefs  ftate}. —  Merciful  powers! 
(Jeelng  her  face,  flarting^  and  moving  away}. 

Sir  Hervey.  Ha  1  what  alarms  you  ?— -do  you 
know  her  ? 

Worry.  I  do  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Who  is  it  ? — what  brings  her  here  ? 
Ipeak  !  —  has  (he  no  friends  ?  no  relations  ? 

Worry.  Yes : — (he  has  a  father ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Barbarian! — could  he  not  prevent— 

Worry.  He  could,  but  •  -  afk  your  own 
heart !  mine  would  burft  to  fpeak  it. 

Sir  Hervey.  How  ? 

Worry.  Ay,  your  much  wronged  daughter! — who 
evidently  has  been  brought  here  on  the  bond  fhe 
figned  to  fave  you! — but  don't— don't  be  unhap- 
py, Sir  !  I '11  go  directly  for  aflifiance. 

Sir  Hervey.  Fly  !  begone  !  (WORRY  exit. — JULI- 
ANA remains  ftill  lifelefs  in  Sir  HERVEY'S  arms:)— - 
can  I  behold  all  this,  and  live  ? — Poor  girl ! — the 
very  features  of Oh,  God!  Oh,  God! 

Juliana.  Give  me  air ! — So  j  I  am  much,  much 
better. 

Sir  Hervey.  Indeed  ! — I  am  glad,  cordially 
glad  :  ha  !  ha  !  (weeping) — you've  faved  my  lifel 

Juliana.  Your  life! — fuch  kindnefs  from  a  ftran- 
ger! — Oh!  in  this  place  I  little  thought  to  find  a 
friend  ! 

F  2  Sir 
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Sir  Her-vey.  And  do  you  call  me  friend  ! 

Juliana.  I  hope  1  may  !  you  fecm  to  take  an 
intereft  in  my  {offerings. 

Sir  Hervey.  1  do — I  do  !  and  well  I  know  the 
author  of  them  all !  —  too  well  I  know  the  father  that 
has  caufed  them. 

Juliana.  My  father !  do  you  know  my  father  ? — 
Oh,  when  you  fee  him,  don't  tell  him  you  found 
me  in  prifon  !  that  would  affiift  him,  and  it  would 
double  my  mifery  to  add  to  his ! — don't — pray 
don't  tell  him,  Sir. 

Sir  Hervey.  Why  not? — why  feel  for  him  who 
never  felt  for  you  !  has  he  not  from  your  infancy 
deferred  you  ? — has  he  not  (hut  his  doors  againft 
you  ?and,  inftead  of  being  your  friend  and  protector, 
has  he  not  proved  himfelf  your  enemy — your  per- 
fecutor  ? 

Juliana  (fongkMy).  Well  !  if  he  has,  Sir? 

Sir  Hervej$fo\&  he  not  thwart  you  in  your  affec- 
tions,— tear  you  from  the  man  you  love,  and  com- 
mand you  to  marry  him  you  hate  ? — and  after  thefe 
accumulated  injuries,  and  you  had  involved  yourfelf 
to  fupport  him,  what  was  his  return  ?  ingratitude  ! 
•what  was  your  inheritance?  poverty!  —  what 
rus  been  your  reward?-  a  prifon! — Oh,  villain! 
villain  ! — word  of  villains ! 

Juliana.  Villain  ! — hold  your  unlicenfed  tongue. 
Villain  ! — \\ho  are  you  that  dare  thus  accufc  my 
father  ? 

Sir  Herv<y.  A  libertine  j  whofe  difiipation  drove 
his  wife  into  iuch  (cenes  of  error  and  rcmorfe  that 
fhe  died  of  a  broken  heart  ! — an  outcaft  !  who, 
not  content  with  that,  would  have  reduced  his 
daughter  to  the  fame  unhappy  fate! — a  wretch! 
\vho,  abandoned  her  not  for  her  own  conduct,  but 
her  mother's  !-— who  brought  her  to  a  prifon ! — who 

fees 
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fees  her  there  without  the  hope' of  faving  her  ! — or, 
to  fum  up  all  in  one  emphatic  word  — to  give  the 

aggregate  of  complicated  infamy 1  am  your 

father! 

Juliana.  My  father  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Ay,  look  at  me  ! — view  me  well  — 
do  you  not  fnudder  at  the  hideous  fight  ?  will 
you  not  curfe — avoid  me  as  a  peiliknce  ? — a 
fiend! 

Juliana.  No:  I  will  cling  to  you! — thus  grow 
for  ever  round  you !  (throwing  herjelf  into  bis 
arms). — My  father !  my  dear,  dear  father  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Juliana,  be  merciful! — load  me 
wi:h  reproaches  —  this  kindnels  will  deftroy  me  I 

Juliana.  Reproach  you  ! — what,  at  the  moment 
I  have  found  you  ? — no : 'let  me  but  be  near  you, 
and  I  will  blefs  the  hour  that  brought  me  to  this 
place! — for  it  has  given  me  the  utmoft  wiflies  of 
my  ioul — it  has  reilored  to  me  a  parent ! 

Enter  ALLTRADE  and  WORRY. 

Worry.  There  !  'tis  as  I  expected  j  they  are  re- 
conciled— look!  have  you  the  heart  to  interrupt 
their  joy  ? 

Alltrade.  Sir  Hervey,  I  have  no  wifii  but  to 
give  you  both  liberty ;  and  if  you  will  fulfil  your 
promife,  by  perfuading  Mifs  Sutherland  to  accept 

my  hand nay  :  why  frown  ?— -  you  fee  I  come  as 

a  friend. 

Sir  Hervey.  Friend!  away — I'm  weary  of  the 
very  word. 

Alltrade.  What !  weary  of  friendfhip,  Sir  Her- 
vey ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Ay,  Sir;  time  was,  when  friend- 
fhip  wore  a  bold  and  open  afpecl,  and  as  it  fpoke 

FJ  1C 
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it  a&ed  :  but  now  'tis  mafked  j  and  underneath  it 
lurks  all  modern  villany.  Who  betrayed  my  wife  ? 
a  friend! — who  belied  my  child?  a  friend  I— 
who  immured  her  in  a  gaol,  and  if  fhe  does  not 
proftitute  her  hand  and  heart,  will  fee  her  pe- 
rilh  there — who,  but  my  friend  ! — Can  my  enemy 
thus  injure  me  r — No;  in  him  I  place  no  confi- 
dence or  truft  j  and  henceforth  let  me  rather  meet 
a  thoufand  foes  than  the  defigning  arts  of  one  falfc 
friend. 

Alltrade.  Well,  as  you  pleafe — (Enter  LAVISH 
Mind) — here  is  Mifs  Sutherland's  difcharge  ;  but 
fince  you  don't  choofe  to  accede  to  my  propofals, 
good  night  (Jhewing  difcharge^  and  putting  it  up 
again). 

Juliana.  Nay,  let  me  entreat  you,  Mr.  All- 
trade. 

ffrorry.  And  let  me  entreat  you,  Mr.  Alltrade. 

Alltrade.  "No,  I  can  be  obftinate  in  my  tiyn— 
good  night. 

Lavijh  (advancing  and  turning  ALLTRADE 
round).  Then  let  me  entreat  you,  Mr.  Alltrade — 
nay,  don't  think  to  efcape,  Sir — Blefs  you !  you 
are  quite  miftaken  ;  Mr.  Alltrade's  the  mod  kind, 

obliging The  difcharge — give  me  the  difcharge, 

you  fcoundrel — or  elfe,  Newmarket  in  the  firft 
place  (Jhaking  his  cane)y  and  high  life  in  the  fe- 
Cond  ('pulling  up  bis  neckcloth). 

Alltrade  (trembling  violently).  Well,  Sir — 
fince  you  infift,  Sir — 

Lavijh.  I  do;  and  be  quick — difpatch — (ALL- 
TRADE  gives  LAVISH  a  paper}.  Oh,  this  is  the  very 
thing  1  fuppofe — (begins  reading  it) — "  By  this 
."  my  laft  will,  I  Jeremiah  Dazzle  give  and  be- 
"  queath"— - 

Alltrade. 
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Alltrade.  Stop,  ftop — that's  the  wrong  paper — 
here,  here's  the  difcharge. 

Lavijh  (fakes  if  and  -puts  it  into  his  Docket). 
Very  well — a  good  economift  pockets  every  thing — 
(Reads  on)  :  fc  all  the  property  of  which  I  die  pof- 

"  feffed,  unto  that  mod  amiable Juliana 

"  Sutherland." Amazement !  {Sir  HERVEY, 

JULIANA,  and  LAVISH  all  look  at  each  other  with 
aftonijhmenty  and  during  paufe  ALLTRADE  exit.) 
There — you  take  care  of  that,  Sir  Hervey,  whilft  I 
take  care  of  Mr. — (turns  round  and  finds  ALL- 
TRAQEgOMeJ — what!  gone! — I'll  follow  him — I'll 
i  i  -but  no — we've  got  all  we  want  from  him—- 
and fo,  'fpite  of  our  former  animofities,  Sir  Hervey, 
allow  me  to  congratulate  you. 

Sir  Hervey  (having  read  the  'will).  No,  Sir ; 
my  hopes  are  vanilhed,  I  find  here  the  fortune  is 
conditional : — if  my  daughter  marries,  it  devolves 
to  Mrs.  Dazzle. 

Eavijh.  If  fhe  marries  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  Ay,  Sir !— while  (he  remains  fingle, 
fhe  may  roll  in  affluence,  and  I  be  reftored  to  all  my 
former  fplendor; — but  will  that  give  either  of  us  con- 
folation  ?  No;  my  own  fad  example  has  taught  me 
the  reverfej  and  therefore,  mark  me,  Juliana— 
I  wifh  to  make  atonement,  to  give  you  fixed,  un- 
ceafing  happinefsj — and  having  proved  my felf  un- 
fit to  guard  fo  dear  a  charge, — let  him  who  beft 
deferves,  let  him  protect  you  ! 

Juliana.  Him  ! — whom,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Hervey  (pointing  to  LAVISH).  Him!— Ac- 
cept her,  Mr.  Lavifh, — take  her  as  the  beft  re- 
compence  for  all  the  wrongs  I've  done  you. — Nay, 
I  know  the  penalty: — I  know,  )y  marrying  you 
fhe  forfeits  this  eftate  i  and  for  your  fake  I  wifh  it 
had  accompanied  her;  but  for  my  own  ! — at  laft 
F  4  live 


72  MANAGEMENT. 

I've  acled  as  a  parent  ought,  and  though  thefe 
gates  are  ever  fhut  againft  me,  I  know  my  daugh- 
ter's happy,  and  that  thought  will  give  what  wealth 
can  never  purchafej — a  quiet  confcience  and  un- 
broken reft. 

Lavi/b.  Sir  Hervey,  you  have  acted  nobly—- 
but  

Sir  Hervey.  But  what  ?— You  are  fufficiently 
affluent  to  maintain  her. 

Lavi/b.  No ;  there's  the  curfe  on't :  I  thought 
I  had  faved  a  fortune  j — but  juft  now,  when  I  heard 
of  your  mutual  diftrefs,  and  drew  bills  on  my 
Iteward  and  my  banker,  they  refufed  payment  j — 
to  my  aftonifhment  they  laid  I  hadn't  a  [hil- 
ling!— there  you  fee,  there's  the  end  of  my  econo- 
my ! 

Sir  Hervey.  And  you'd  have  paid  my  debts  — 
you'd  have  releafcd  your  enemy  ? 

Lavijh.  Ay,  that  I  would,  if  I'd  faved  it  a  thou- 
fand  ways; — but  to  marry  on  fuch  conditions  !  — 
No—I'll  die  firft. 

"Juliana.  And  fo  will  I  j  and  hard  as  it  is,  here 
let  us  feparatt,  Mr.  Lavifh. 

Sir  Hervey.  Never  ! — never  fhall  you  be  divided! 
—and  th  ugh  we  can  expe<5t  no  liberality  from 
Mrs  Dazzir,'  yet  under  all  the  circumftances  (he 
may  be  induced  to  compromife — perhaps  allow 
us  a  moiety,  or  a  third. 

Lavijh.  Ay,  or  any  thing, — if  fhe'll  only  allow 
us  two  hundred  a-year,  with  my  management  I'll 
be  bound  we'll  all  live  comfortably  ; — I'll  go  make 
he;  propofdls  inltantly,  and  don't  fear  my  fuccefs ; 
~-'or  at  a  bargain, — never  was  fuch  a  fellow  at 
making  a  bargain. 

Juliana.  Adieu,  Mr.  Lavifh  ;  pray  Heaven 
you  may  fuccced  ! 

Worry* 
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Worry.  So  fay  I ;  and  if  (he  don't  come  to 
an  amicable  adjuftment,  conteft  the  will,  and 
employ  my  nephew  to  file  a  bill  in  Chancery 
againft  her. 

Lavijh.  No,  that  will  never  do  :  rather  give  up 
the  whole  property  than  go  to  law. — Come,  that's 
good  economy,  or  the  devil's  in  it.  [Exit. 

Sir  Hervey.  Come,  Juliana,  in  my  apartments 
we'll  wait  nis  return.  —  (To  WORRY)  :  You  alfo, 
faithful,  conftant  friend  ! 

Juliana.  How  fhall  I  thank  you  ?  how  repay — 

Worry.  Repay  ! — Look!  are  you  not  reconciled  ? 
Isn't  that  repaying  me  ? — Oh  !  I  am  the  happieft 

fellow  living  ! No — I  forgot  Mrs.  Worry. 

[Exeunt  O.  P, 


SCENE— A  Street  in  the  Town. 

f$ 

Enter  ALLTRADE,   Mrs.  DAZZLE,  and  a  Servant. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Don't  talk  to  me,  Sir. — The  will 
difcovered ! 

Alltrade.  I  tell  you  it  was  no  fault  of  mine,  and 
my  life  on't  Mifs  Sutherland  will  marry  the  Captain, 
and  ftill  forfeit  the  bequeft. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  She  marry  !  fhe  marry !  non- 
fenff  !  Haven't  I  this  inftant  feen  the  faithlefs  Cap- 
tain, and  isn't  it  exactly  as  1  fuipected  ? — Take  my 
word  for  it,  Juliana  will  keep  the  eftate  and  her 
lover  too. 

Alltrade.   How  !   what  mean  you? 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Mean?  that  the  Captain  never 
thought  of  making  her  his  wife  j  and  the  father,  to 
gain  his  liberty  and  five  thoufand  a-year,  will  be 

unprin- 
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unprincipled  enough  to  confent  to  his  daughter's, 
difgrace. 

Alltrade.  Oh,  I  underftand  now: — live  together 
without  marrying. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Ay;  Mr.  Lavifh  not  only  didn't 
deny  the  infamous  fcheme,  but  abfolutely  offered 
me  two  hundred  a-year  if  I'd  give  up  all  claim 
under  my  hufband's  will  5  if  not,  he  faid  he  and 
Juliana  would  go  to  Italy,  and  live  on  the  profits. 
What  fhall  I  do  ?  —  deprived  of  my  hufband's  eftate, 
I'm  abfolutely  pennylefs. 

Alltrade,  I  know  j  and  you  fee  they  are  de- 
cided j  therefore,  why  hefitate  ? — two  hundred 
a-year  is  certainly  better  than  nothing. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  True;  and  as  I  have  no  other 
hope, — John,  go  to  Mr.  Lavifh,  fay  I  accede  to 
his  propofals,  and  if  he'll  bring  an  agreement  to  my 
houfe,  I'll  fign  directly.  (Servant  exit.)  Oh  !  that 
it  fhould  come  to  this* — but  I"41  expofe  them— - 
I'll 

Enter  STOPGAP  (with  a  letter). 

Stopgap.  From  Mr.  Mift,  Madam  •, — it  is  of  the 
urmolt  confequence,  and  requires  an  immediate 
anfwer  (giving  letter). 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Indeed ! 

Stopgap.  Yes,  Madam  j — he  hai,  this  moment 
received  pofitive  information,  that  Mr.  Dazzle 
died  poflefTed  of  half  a  London  theatre  j  and  as 
you  are  his  widow,  Madam — but  the  letter  will 
explain. 

Mrs.  Dazzle  (reading).  "  Majeftic  Mrs.  M.  P. 
«  — only  time  to  fay,  forget  pad  bad  management 
«  — accept  hand  and  fortune  j  we'll  inftantly  aft 

"  Benedict 
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{t  BenedicT:  and  Beatrice. — Doors  to  be  opened  at 
"  eight,  and  performance  begin  precifely  at  nine. 

"  Vivant  Rex  et  Regina  !— P.  M. .      N,  H. 

"  Would  have  waited  on  you  in  perfon,  but 
"Harlequin  and  flow  waggon  are  juft  arrived.'* 
Delightful!  glorious! — now  I  am  rid-  mough  to 
defy  the  Captain  and  his  afibciates  : — My  compli- 
ments to  Mr.  Mift,  I'll  wait  upon  him  inftandy, 
and  the  fooner  the  marriage  takes  place,  the  hap- 
pier it  will  make  me.  (STOPGAP  exit. ) — Corne^  Mr. 
Alltrade,  you  (hall  fhare  my  good  fortune^  and 
when  the  Captain  brings  the  agreement,  how  I 
lhall  laugh  at  him ;  I  now  deijpile,  as  much  as  I 
once  loved  him.  .  [Exeunt. 


SCENE —Infide  of  a  Theatre. 

MIST  dif covered. 

Mift.  Forfeit  'em, — I'll  forfeit  'em. — Harlequin 
arrived  !— -firft  call  new  pantomime,  and  not  an 
ador  come  to  rehearfal ; — vagabonds! — all  envy 
—all  jealoufy  j — dread  his  immortal  powers,  and 
want  to  knock  him  up  j — won't  do  though — not 
eafily  put  out  of  countenance. 

Enter  STOPGAP. 

Stopgap.  Joy !  I  give  you  joy,  Sir ;  Mrs. 
Dazzle  confents. 

Mift.  W  hat !   doors  opened  at  eight. 
Stop.  Ay,  and  performance  begin  at  nine. 

Mifl. 
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TAiJk.  And  no  money  returned  after  curtain's 
drawn  up!— tol  de  roll,  toll,  loll:  — I'm  a  real 
London  Manager  ! — that,  (fnafping  his  fingers?) 
that  for  this  half  or  rather  no  priced  toy-fhop : — but 
where  is  fhe  ? — where's  the  imperial  Mrs.  M.  P. 

Stopgap.  She'll  be  here  direclly,  and  Mr.  Squib 
alfo :  I  met  him  in  the  ftreet,  and  on  my  telling 
him  you  were  about  to  marry  Mrs.  Dazzle  for  the 
fake  of  her.  theatrical  property,  he  faid  you  were 
grofsly  impofed  upon,  and  that  he'd  wait  upon 
you,  and  explain  the  matter  inftantiy  : — and  fee, 
here  he  comes. 

Mift.  He  explain  !  pflia  !  what  does  he  know 
about — (Enter  LAVISH) — Excule  me,  Mr.  Squib, 
can't  talk  to  ftrollers  now;  I'm  real — a  Royal  Lon- 
don Manager. 

La-vijb.  So  am  I  j  I'm  a  real  Royal  London 
Manage 

^Mift.    You  ! — good,   very  good  \    and  you've 
got  old  Dazzle's  (hare,  fuppofe  ? 

Lavijb.  Yes,  and  I've  got  old  Dazzle's  lhare, 
fuppofe. 

Mif.  Better  and  better ! — in  right  of  the  heirefs 
too? 

Lavijh.  Yes,  in  right  of  the  heirefs  too. 

Mift.  What,  you  mean  to  marry  the  widow  ? 

Lavijb.  No,  damn  me  if  I  do ;  and  if  I  did,  that 
wouldn't  help  me. 

Mift.   No! 

Lavijh.  No  ;  the  theatre  is  not  hers,  it  belongs 
to  Mils  Sutherland — (producing  will)  : — here  it  is 
under  old  Dazzle's  hand  :  here's  another  apology, 
read  it,  and  then  once  more — "  Ladies  and  Gentle - 
cc  men,  the  difagreeable  dilemma  to  which  I 
"  am  reduced"— ha  !  ha  !  there's  a  Manager  for 


you  ! 
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"Mrs.  Dazzle  (without}.  Where  is  my  life,  my 
lord,  my  hu/band  ? 

Lcwijh.  There,  you  read  the  will,  while  I  talk 
to  the  heirefs. — (Misr  and  STOPGAP  retire  up  the 
Jiage  with  the  will,  Mrs. .DAZZLE  enters.) — So, 
widow,  here's  the  agreement. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Then  you  may  take  it  back  again; 
I  fhan't  fign  it. 

Lavijh.    No! 

Mrs .  Dazzle.  No ;  my  marriage  with  Mr.  Mift 
makes  me  fufficiently  rich  and  independent  to  re- 
fufe  the  paltry  offer  ;  and  I  can  now  (hew  the  world 
that  I'm  above  being  a  party  in  fo  infamous  a 
tranfa&ion  !  fo  I  wifh  you  a  pleafant  tour  to  Italy, 
good  Signer  Lavifhini. 

Lavijb.  You're  wrong!  it's  a  mighty  pretty  in- 
come : — I'd  be  bound  to  keep  a  carriage  on  two 
hundred  a-year. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Very  likely :  but  you  have  your 
anfwer.  Sir. 

Stopgap  (behind to  MIST).  Yes:  Mifs  Suther- 
land's heirefs ! — Mr.  Squib  Manager. 

Mift.  And  I'm  dethroned: — exit  Mift. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Look  !  there's  my  dear  intended  ! 
-Now,  Sir,  fee  me  take  pofTefiion  of  his  hand  and 

ate. — Oh,  Mr.  Mift  !  (curtfeying.} 

Stopgap  (afide  to  MIST).    I  have  a  thought,  Sir  ! 

rhaps  Mils  Sutherland  may  wijh  to  fell — and 
tnrough  Mr.  Squib's  intereft,  and  by  fecuring  him 
the  deputyfhip — 

Mift.  I  may  getpurchafe!  well  prompted,  Stop— 
we'll  pay  court  to  new  monarch  ;•— now  mind,  one 
of  beft  benefit  bows. — (They  put  themfelves  in  bow- 
ing attitudes  and  advance  towards  Mrs.  DAZZLE.) 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Delightful  man! — with  what  awe 
he  approaches  me ! — you  fee,  Signor — you  fee! 

(MlST 
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(MiST  and  STOPGAP  fajs  by  Mrs.  DAZZH  and 
come  clofe  to  LAVISH.) 

Mift.  Royal  Mr.  Squib — fee  your  authority,  and 
humbly — 

Mrs .  Dazzle  (turning  bim  round}.  Why,  Mr. 
Mift>  I'm  on  this  fide. 

Mift.  I  know  I  but  I  am  on  the  other  fide : 
a  goodManager  always  goes  with  the  ruling  party: — 
any  reparation  to  you  or  the  heirefs,  Mr.  Squib ! 
would  fhe  choofe  the  freedom  ?  or  you  take  a  be- 
nefit?— play  myfelf,  and  give  you  firft  night  of 
new  pantomime. 

Lavijh.  You  fee,  Signora,  you  fee ! — why  if 
you're  in  earned,  Mr.  Mift,  Mifs  Sutherland's  fa- 
ther is  in  prifon,  and  as  this  Will  gives  him  no 
ready  money — 

JVJift.  I  take — what's  the  debt  ? 

Lavifo.  A  trifle  ! — but  a  thoufand  pounds,  which 
in  the  courfe  of  a  month  I  can  fave  and  repay 
you  I — or  if  that  fecurity  don't  content  you,  you 
fhall  have  a  mortgage  on  the  theatre- 

Mift.  That's  it ;  that's  the  bed  fecurity  on  earth! 
far  better  than  meadows  and  corn  fields  ! — people 
will  go  without  bread,  but,  blefs  'em  !  never  with- 
out plays! — Come  along,  Stop — prifon  only  next 
door — gaoler  take  my  word  : — re  enter  with  Sir 
Hervey  inftantly. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Why,  are  you  mad,  Sir  ? — will 
you  again  difappoint  and  deceive  me  ? 

Mift.  Deceive  you  ! — hem  ! — who  concealed 
wjll  ? — pafied  off  for  Manager,  and  turns  out  only 
author? — who  under  falle  pretences  would  have 
pocketed  all  my  fcenes,  drefies,  and  decorations? — 
No,  no — you  deceived  me ;  and  therefore,  "  Mary, 
"  once  more  I  follow  thee  !  and  fo,  Good  morrow, 
"  good  Queen,  Elizabeth  1"  [Exit  with  STOPGAP. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Dazzle.  Barbarian  !  Savage ! — this  is  the 
third  time  he  has  made  a  dupe  of  me,  Mr.  Lavifh  1 
(Burfts  into  tears). — I'll  fign  the  agreement,  Mr. 
Lavifh! 

Lavijh.  Excufe  me  !— -I'm  above  being  a  party 
in  fo  infamous  a  tranfaction. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Nay:  when  you  confider  the 
fmallnefs  of  the  fum,  and  that  I  bind  myfelf  to  give 
up  all  claim  under  my  hufband's  will. — 

Lavijh.  Why,  that's  true ;  and  ferioufly  fpeaking 
two  hundred  a-year  is  no  objedl ;  and  therefore,  I'll 
indulge  you  ? — fign  direftly,  and  I'll  indulge  you  ! 
Mrs.  Dazzle.  The  fooner  the  better  ! — 1  long  to 
be  out  of  the  monfter's  houfe  ! — here's  pen  and  ink. 
Laiijh.  And  here's  the  agreement !    (they  go  to 
the  table). 

Enter  MIST,    Sir  HERVEY,  and  JULIANA. 
Mift.    Take  care— confider  you're  a  new  per- 
former,  Sir  Hervey — you  alfo,  Mils  M.  P.    mind 
the  traps. 

Sir  Hervey.  Sir,  I  know  not  how  to  exprefs  my 
thanks  or  my  aftonifhment. 

Lavijh  (coming  from  table— agreement  in  his 
hand).  Huzza. !  Sir  Hervey,  I  give  you  joy — Mifs 
Sutherland,  I  give  you  joy — he.-e  it  is,  figned  and 
fealed. — Mrs.  Dazzle  generoufly  takes  two  hun- 
dred a-year,  and  gives  up  all  claim  under  her 
hufband's  will — there  !  there's  a  bargain  maker  for 
you ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Is  this  true,  Madam  ? 
Mrs.  Dazzle.     True  ! — you  know  I've  been 
tricked  into  it. 

Lavijh.  You  have— you  trick'd  yourfelf  into  it. 
Mrs.  Dazzle.  Myfelf! 

Lavijh.    Ay  !  you  would  be  indulged  j   and  as 

here  is  now  no  longer  any  bar  to  our  union,  with. 

13  this 
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this  lady's  (faking  JULIANA'J  band)  and  her  fathers 
leave  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  Mrs.  Lavifli 
cleft. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.     Plow  !    your  wife  ! 

Laui/h.  Ay  j  you  thought  I'd  call  her  by 
another  name  ;  but  I  am  ftill  old  fafhioned  enough 
to  think  the  word  "  wife,"  heightens  happinefs 
and  gives  a  ztft  to  love  ! — (Mrs.  DAZZLE  is  going 
to  Jpeak) — Nay,  don't  blame  me  ! — you  have  to 
thank  yourfelf  for  the  whole  tranfaction  j  and  when 
any  body  makes  falfe  charges,  I  hope  I  fhall  be  al- 
ways too  good  an  economift  not  to  make  them 
pay  for  them. 

Mift  (to  Mrs.  DAZZLE).  You  take  the  hint ! — 
you  take  the  hint ! 

Mrs  Dazzle.  Oh,  I  fhall  go  wild— I — (ftamp- 
ing  violently).— 

Mifl.   Gently — you'll  be  down  the  trap. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  So,  Mifs,  you  mean  to  allow  me 
only  this  paltry 

Juliana.  No,  Madam  ! — with  my  hufband's  per- 
mifijon  the  annuity  fhall  be  doubled.— -The  widow 
of  my  benefactor  rnuft  be  more  amply  provided 
for. 

i  Lavi/b.  Certainly ! — I  can  fave  it  a  thoufand 
ways  !— And  now,  Mr.  Mift,  as  we  fhall  certainly 
difpofe  of  our  theatrical  property,  you  fhall  be  the 
purchafer — Only  mind,  I  make  the  bargain — never 
was  fuch  a  fellow  at  making  bargains  ! 

Mift.  Name  your  own  terms — only  let  me  be 
London  Manager!— Oh,  for  the  opening! — Oh, 
for  the  firft  night ! — After  Hamlet,  what  an  ad- 
drefs  will  I  make  to  them  ? 

Laviflj.    Addrefs  !  why  what  will  you  fay  ?  ' 

Mifl.    Tell  you — "Ladies  and  Gentlemen— on 

fc  the  part  of  the  company  in  general,  and  myfeif 

7  **  as 
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"  as  proprietor,  author,  after,  and  manager  in 
"  particular — confefs  faults — acknowledge  obliga- 
tf  tions — and  humbly  entreat  your  ufual  candour 

te  and  indulgence." Then   getting  nearer  the 

lamps — "  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  to-morrow  and 
"  following  evening,  with  your  permiffion,  this  play 
"will  be  repeated!" 


THE    END  'OF    THE    COMEDY. 


EPILOGUE, 


WRITTEN    BY     GEORGE    COLMAN,    ES(£. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  FAWCETT  in  the  Charafter  of  MlST, 


A  London  Manager  of  high  degree, 

I,  Peter  Mill,  now  enter  here  O.  P. ; 

My  country  playhoufe,  e'er  I  came  to  town 

Almofl  knock'd  up,  has  been  in  lots  knock'd  down. 

A  fturdy  farmer  bought  the  walls: — why  then, 
What  was  a  barn  will  be  a  barn  again. 
Corn  on  the  (lag e,  not  mummers  will  be  feen  ; 
And  oats  be  threih'd  where  aclors  fhould  have  been  ; 
Wheat  ftrew  the  boards  where  erft  did  heroes  tread, 
To  make — what  heroes  never  made  there — bread. 

Stage-ftruck,  but  hen-peck'd,  honeft  Juftice  Dunder 
Has  all  my  clouds, — his  lady  has  my  thunder. 
Dick  Drench,  the  fhug  apothecary,  means 
To  give  a  private  play,  fo  buys  my  fcenes : 
Drench,  "  fmelling  of  the  Ihop,"  and  idemfempert 
Could  not  refill  fcenes  pointed  in  diflemper. 

The  Member  for  the  town  bought  all  my  coats ; 
There  he  was  wife — for  I  command  two  votes ; 
And  pbyhoufe  coats  (again  he  ftiew'd  difcerning) 
Will  foit  a  Member,  for  they're  us'd  to  turning. 

My  wigs  the  women  quarrell'd  for,  fweet  fouls ! 
My  daggers  ftuck  in  felling  ;   but  ray  bowls 
Mine  hoft  of  the  Red  Lion  clapp'd  his  eyes  on, 
And  bought  'em,  as  I  did,  to  ferve  up  poifon. 

Thus  a!l  my  country  flock,  as  Shakfpeare  fays, 
«'  My  cloud-capt  towers,  my  gorgeous  palaces, 
"  Yea,  my  grot  globe,"  (the  barn,)  fo  much  involv'd, 
And  "  all  it  did  inherit,  have  diflblv'd." 

But 
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But  if  fome  future  Manager  ihould  take 
My  "  foleran  temple,"  which  1  now  forfake  ; 
My  "  fabric  of  a  vifion,"  he  will  find 
That  I  have  left  a  curfed  "  wreck  behind." 

Here  then  I  come,  by  rural  fchemes  half  undone, 
But  country  flumps  appear  new  brooms  in  London. 
Egad  I'll  fweep  all  clean — look  to't — ne'er  doubt  me— 
A  London  Manager,  I'll  lay  about  me  ; 
And,  as  a  fample,  you  fliall  hear  my  hints, 
To  be  inferted  in  to-morrow's  prints : 

"  A  five  aft  play  laft  night  was  represented, 
"  By  an  amazing  Dramatijl  invented  ! 
"  Author's  and  A&ors*  merits  were  immenfe, 
««  And  Fawcett  e'en  furpafs'd  his  ufual  excellence ! 
"  Great  care  'tis  plain  was  taken  in  rehearfal  j 

"  And" may  I  add  with  truth?—"  applaufe  was 

"  univerfal." 
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To  Mrs.  JORDAN. 

MADAM, 

/  WAITED  with  confide- 
rable  anxiety  for  permifsion  to  infcribe  tliis 
Comedy  to  you,  as  it  affords  me  an  opportunity 
of  ejcprefsing  how  much  I  confider  my f elf 
indebted  to  your  rcprefentation  of  the  part  of 
ROSA,  for  the  inter  eft  which  it  has  excited  on 
the  Stage.  But  as  I  cannot  avoid  feeling  that 
there  isfome  merit  in  giving  occajion  for  the 
difplay  of  fuch  talents,  I  am  forced  to  refrain 
from  any  'particular  notice  of  your  performance, 
left  I  JJiould  be  accufed  of  indirect  flattery  to 
myfelf. 

I  remain, 

DEAR  MADAM, 

your  obliged  and  obedient 

humble  Servant, 
EDWARD  MORRIS. 

Hareourt  Buildings,  Temple, 
^th  March,  1799. 


AFTER  the  Applaufe  which  the  PUBLIC 
has  given  to  the  different  Performers  in  this 
COMEDY,  the  Teftimony  of  the  AUTHOR 
appears  feeble  and  fuperfluous — but  he  can- 
not omit  this  Opportunity  of  thanking  Mr. 
AICKIN  for  his  kind  Attention  while  the 
Play  was  under  Rehearfal. 


PROLOGUE, 

Written  by  CHARLES  MORRIS,  Esq. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  C.  KEMBLE. 

J-N  times  like  thefe,  when  arm'd  throughout  the  land, 
A  loyal  nation  forms  one  patriot  band, 
The  hardy  phalanx,  at  the  Invaders  boaft, 
Indignant  fmiles,  and  dares  him  to  the  coaft. 
While  Albion's  pride,  her  fail  by  Vift'ry  furl'd. 
Triumphant  floats — the  wonder  of  the  world. 
Rous'd  at  the  theme,  the  Mufe  would  fain  afpire, 
And  wake  to  rapture  the  heroic  lyre! 
But  that  the  bard  prefers  an  anxious  claim, 
And  bids  the  Prologue  fmoothe  the  road  to  fame. 
Life's  ample  volume  dramatics  furvey, 
For  novel  characters  to  flock  the  play: 
To  the  keen  glance  the  variegated  page 
Luxuriant  yields  materials  for  the  ftage. 
Cameleon  like,  mens  follies  ftrike  the  view, 
For  ever  changing,  and  for  ever  new. 
In  Fancy's  loom  frefh  incidents  are  wrought—- 
Nature defigns,  and  Art  improves  the  thought. 
Such  is  the  plan  our  author  mould  purfue, 
To  fill  the  outline  Nature's  pencil  drew  j 
Join  to  the  comic  fcene  a  ufeful  fenfe 
That  would  correft,  but  yet  avoid  offence. 
If  fuch  the  tafk,  how  arduous  to  unite, 
What  may  at  once  amufe,  inftrudt,  delight  : 
To  mark  the  characters,  by  truth  pourtray'd, 
With  each  its  proper  (hare  of  light  and  made : 
In  fentimental  colours  not  too  fine, 
Nor  give  the  hum'rous  Iketch  too  broad  a  line. 
This  night  th'  attempt  is  made,  the  fcene's  defign'd 
To  prefs  th'  importanHeflbn  on  mankind, 
That  aftive  virtue,  peace  of  mind  regains, 
Of  errors  paft  obliterates  the  ftains. 
'Tis  in  our  pow'r — but  what  am  I  about? 
If  I  fay  more,  The  Secret  muft  conic  out. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MR.  DORVILLE Mr.  Barrymore. 

SIR  HARRY  FLEETLY  ..'...  Mr.  R.  Palmer. 

LIZARD Mr.  Suet. 

JACK  LIZARD :  .  .  .  Mr.  Bannifter. 
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HENRY  TORRID Mr.  C.  Kemble. 

RALPH" Mr.  Watben. 

FRANK Mr.  Archer. 

BAILIFF    * Mr.Hollingfworth. 

STEWARD    -....." Mr.  Madox. 

Servants  of  Mr.  DORVILLE,  and  Mr.  TORRID. 


LADY  ESTHER  DORVILLE    .  .  .    Mrs.  Powell. 

ROSA    .  .  . Mrs.  Jordan. 

SUSANNAH  LIZARD Mifs  Pope. 

SCENE — In  the  Country,  at  the  two  adjoining  Seats  of 
.Mr.  DORVILLE,  and  Mr.  TORRID. 

TIME—  That  of  Representation. 


THE       SECRET. 


ACT    I. 

SCENE  I.  The  Library  at  Mr.  DORVILLE'S. 
Enter  Mr.  DORVILLE  and  a  Sej^vant  following. 

MR.    DORVILLE. 

WHO  did  you  fay  ? 

Servant.  Farmer  Ralph,  Sir.  (enter  Steward 
on  the  oppofif.e  fide.) 

Steward.  Indeed,  Sir,  you  had  better  not  fee 
him — 'tis  farmer  Ralph,  and  he's  only  come  with 
an  excufe  to  faye  his  rent. 

Mr.  Dorville.  This  is  what  I  am  always  told, 
when  any  of  my  tenants  call — how  am  I  to  ex- 
pect pedbnal  attachment  from  them,  if  they  are 
never  admitted  to  fee  me  ? 

Steward.  I  beg  pardon,  Sir,  but  *  the  Nabob's 
4  fteward  has  ordered  ail  his  rents  to  be  paid  up, 
'  and  I'm  fure  he's  not  fp  much  in  want  of  the 
'  money  as  you  are,  fo'  I  thought  it  my  duty — 

Mr.  Dorville:  And  fo  it  was — you  are  right — 
you  have  done  your  duty,  and  I  muft  do  mine 
— it's  the  duty  of  the  fteward  to  take  care  of  the 
landlord,  and  of  the  landlord  to  take  care  of  his 
tenant. 

B  SCENE 
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SCENE  II.  Enter  RALPH. 

Mr.  Dorville.  So,  Ralph — how  fares  it  my  ho- 
nefl  fellow — I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you— bring 
him  a'  tankard  of  the  old  ftout — and  take  care 
there's  toaft  and  nutmeg — I  know  that  Ralph 
likes  it  fo.  [Exit  Servant. 

Ralph.  So  I  do,  your  honour — fo  I  do — but 
only  think  of  your  remembering  that  ! 

Mr.  Dorville.  Your  wife  and*  family,  Ralph, 
how  are  they  ? 

Ralph.  Ah  !  your  honour,  I  loft  my  poor  dame 
laft  Candlemas. 

Re-enter  a  Servant  with  the  tankard. 

Mr.  Dorville.  I  am  forry  for  it — I  am  forry 
for  it — well,  Ralph,  we  mull  drink  peace  to  her 
rnemo;y. 

Ralph.  If  your  honour  pleafes — to  be  fure 
they  fay  folks  alter,  elfe  (lie  was  not  much  given 
to  peace  in  her  life-time — 1  mifs'd  her  fadly  at 
firft — ("he  was  fo  chatty,  fo  quarrel fome,  kept  up 
fuch  a  buzzing  every  night — what  a  man's  us'd 
to,  your  honour,  is  fecond  nature. 

Mr.  Dorville.  You  have  had  fine  weather  for 
your  harveft. 

Ralph.  Yes,  your  honour,  but  it  has  burnt  the 
turnips — and  I  had  one  of  the  prettied  crops — 
to  be  fure  its  a  fine  feafon  for  the  wheat,  the  oats 
and  the  barley,  hut  as  for  me,  the  crop  I've  loft 
would  have  gone  a  long  way  towards  my  rent, 
fo  I  was  thinking  to  axe  you  for  a  little  more 
time;  it  was  your  honour  who  put  me  into  the 
farm,  and  lent  me  the  money  to  ftock  it  ;  and 
now  I  be  juft  peeping  above  -ground,  as  a  body 

n^y.fay,  to  be  dam'd • 

2  •  Mr. 
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Mr.  Dorville.  Well,  well,  Ralph,  you  (hall 
have  till  the  next  quarter. — Here  is  Lady  Efther, 
come,  you  fhall  pay  your  refpecls  to  her. 

Ralph.  Not  now — I  humbly  thank  your  ho- 
nour— not  now — the  fleward  has  been  talking  to 
her  I  know; — mayhap  he  has  told  her  my  errand, 
and  he  is  no  friend  of  mine. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Another  time  then — as  you 
pleafe. 

Ralph.  Heaven  blefs  your  honour — but  this  is 
nothing  new— you  are  always  fo— and  to  all  of  us 
— there  is  not  a  creature,  man  or  boy — woman  or 
child,  that  can  fpeak  of  you  with  a  dry  eye ! 

Mr.  Dorville.  I  thank  thee,  Ralph — I  thank 
thee.  Good  day,  my  honed  fellow — good  day. 

[Exit  Ralph. 

SCENE  III.  Enter  Lady  ESTHER  DORVILLE. 

Lady  Ejl.  So  Mr.  Dorville :  Ralph  has  been 
here — you  have  excufed  him  his  rent,  I  dare  fay 
— and  the  Reward  tells  me  that  he  is  without 
money  to  pay  the  tradefmen. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Ralph  has  been  unfortunate  in 
his  crop,  my  dear,  and  he  has  only  aikecl  till  the 
next  quarter. 

Lady  Eft.  How  can  it  be  otherwife — inftead  of 
letting  your  farms  to  the  moft  fubflantial  men  in 
the  parifh,  is  there  a  fingle  tenant  who  had  a 
capital  of  his  own  ? 

Mr.  Dorville.  Is  there  a  fingle  tenant  who  is 
without  one  now  ?  Thefe  little  advances  have 
fupplied  their  induftry  with  means. — You,  your- 
felf,  have  frequently  confeffed  with  pleafure,  that 
many  a  poor  fellow,  who  muft  have  remained  idle 
without  this  aid,  has  grown  up  into  cheerful nefs 
and  independence.  The  gloom  aud  difcontent 
B  2  which 
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which  preyed  on  my  mind,  while  iluggifii  and  in- 
active, theie  puriuits  have  changed  to  confidence 
and  gaiety. — Can  you  reproach  me  ? — you,  who 
remeniber  what  I  was,  and  fee  what  I  am;  would 
you  have  me  again  mean,  fufpicious,  harlh,  cruel, 
and  vindictive — the  Have  of  paffion,  the  creature 
of  caprice. 

Re-enter  RALPH. 

Ralph.  Sir,  Sir,  fuch  an  accident — the  ftage 
coach  from  London,  loaded  with  paflengers,  infide 
and  out,  has  overfet  juft  at  the  park  gate!  fuch  a 
fight  of  them — there  be  bones  broke  furely. 

Mr.  Dorville.  At  the  park-gate,  do  you  fay? — 
let  all  the  fervants  follow  me  directly.  [Exit. 

Lady  Eft.  (calling  to  him.}  Mr.  Dorville  ! 
Mr.  Dorville  ! — Always  fomething  to  interrupt  us, 
I  never  have  his  converfation  for  two  minutes  to- 
gether ; — his  time  and  fortune  are  lavifh'd  on 
every  firanger  he  meets,  while,  in  order  to  check 
his  feelings,  I  am  obliged  to  difguife  my  own,  and 
my  anxiety  on  his  account  makes  me  appear  to 
every  one  elfe  peevifh  and  unfeeling.  Eh,  why 
the  people  are  coming  here  from  the  ftage.  He 
has  alked  them  to  the  houfe  I  dare  fay;  he  afks 
every  body  he  meets. 

Su/an.  A  chaife,  I  faid  a  chaife — ^behind  the 

Lizard.  You  faid  a  chaife  indeed  ?  (.    fcenes. 

Lady  Ejt.  The  whole  place  is  in  an  uproar — 
they  take  the  houfe  for  an  inn. 

SCENE   IV.    Re-enter  Mr.   DORVILLE,   sritk 
LIZARD  and  SUSAN,  (Lizard's  coat  torn,  and 
her  drefs  in  diforder.J 
Sufan.  This  comes  of  the   ftage — I  told  you 

that  you  ought  to  take  a  chaife,  you  know  I  did, 

and  lo  did  Jem  and  Jerry. 

Liz. 
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-Liz.  Yes,  yes;  you  all  fuggefted  a  chaife,  but 
you  fuggefted  no  means  of  paying  for  it — '  and  I 
'  thought  your  advice  like  that  of  moft  other 
'  people,  very  pretty  in  theory,  but  of  no  ufe  in 
'  practice.' 

Mr.  Dorville.  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  you  are  the 
greateft  fufferer  of  the  party. 

Lizard.  I  am  indeed,  Sir. 

Mr.  Dorville.  No  ferious  injury  I  hope. 

Lizard.  A  very  .ferious  one,  Sir. 

Mr.  Dorville.  How  !  where ! 

Lizard.  Where  I  am  moft  vulnerable,  Sir. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Where  you  are  moft  vulnerable ! 

Lizard.  Yes,  Sir  !  in  my  wardrobe  ! 

Mr.  Dorville.  In  your  wardrobe  !  I  am  glad  it 
is  no  worfe. 

Lizard.  Sir,  I  don't  think  it  can  be  worfe,  I 
never  law  a  worfe  rent  in  the  whole  courfe  of  my 
life;  a  pretty  pickle  we  are  in  to  pay  a  vifit  to  a 
Nabob;  then  to  go  a  foot,  when  the  ftage  could 
have  dropp'd  us  fo  neatly  at  the  park -gate. 

Mr.  Dorville.  What !  is  the  rich  eaftern  fquire, 
our  neighbour,  Mr.  Torrid,  arrived  ? 

Lizard.  Yes,  Sir,  juft  arrived  ;  my  eyes  have 
been  rivetted  to  Lloyd's  Lift  for  the  laft  three 
months,  and  the  wind  no  fooner  chopped  fair  for 
the  homeward-bound,  than  I  trundled  my  daugh- 
ter and  felf  into  the  ftage;  the  ftage  overfet,  and 
mftead  of  finding  myfelf  in  the  houfe  of  a  Na- 
bob, 1  was  lodged  in  a  ditch  on  the  oppofite 
fide  of  the  road. 

Air.  Dorville.  He  expects  you  then  ? 

Lizard.  No,  Sir — I  mean  to  furprize  him  with 
the  fudden  appearance  of  myfelf  and  family;  three 
ions  and  a  daughter,  a  mug  and  compaft  little 
knot.  I  mean  my  fon,  the  doctor,  to  fettle  in 

the 
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the  county  under  the  patronage  of  the  Nabob, 
and  if  you  are  not  engaged  in  the  faculty,  give 
me  leave  to  recommend  him.— Jem's  a  clever  fel- 
low, I  allure  you — jull  written  a  book  on  atmof- 
pheres — here's  '  his  card — eh — how — no— this  is 
Jerry's — that's  my  fon  the  architect,  never  mifs 
an  opportunity  of  recommending  the  family. 

Sit/an,  (endeavouring  to  jiop  him)  Hum,  hufli. 
— Aye,  now  he's  off  about  the  family,  its  impof- 
fible  to  ftop  him. 

Lizard.  The  doctor  occupies  the  right-hand 
pocket,  and  the  architect  the  left  j— perhaps  you 
have  feen  Jerry's  book  of  plans,  a  correft,  com- 
pact little  thing  in  its  way;  if  any  friend  of  your's 
Ihould  want  a  houfe,  my  life  for  it,  fomething 

there  will  hit. Will  your  lady  (hip  give  me 

leave  to  -introduce  my  daughter — a  clever  girl, 
though  I  fay  it,  head  teacher  at  Mrs.  Monfoon's: 
— You  have  heard  of  Mrs.  Monfoon,  that  parent 
of  fcience  and  needlework,  who  fits  out  the  young 
ladies  for  India,  keeps  the  fir  ft  fchool  in  town. 
A  fine  lituation  ! — not  a  girl  there  but  cofts  her 
parents  a  fortune  in  drefs  and  accomplimments; 
and,  as  my  fon  jack  lays,  they  know  more  of 
life  at  fixteen  than  their  grandmothers  do  at  fixty. 
— Ey  gad — there  goes  the  coat  again. — How  mall 
I  get  to  the  Nabob's. 

Mr.  Dorville.  I  can  lend  you  a  coat,  c  there 

*  is  no  difficulty  in   that,  and,  my  dear,  you  will 
'  take  care  of  the  daughter. 

Lizard.  '  Lend  me  a  coat no  difficulty  in 

*  that  ?  upon  my  foul,  Sir,  as  Jack  fays,  I  have 

*  always  found  the  getting  a  coat  the  moft  diffi- 

*  cult  thing  in  life.' 

Lady  Ejt.  I  am  fure,  my  dear,  that  your  coat, 
will  never  fit  that  gentleman. 

Lizard. 
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Lizard.  Not  fit?  not  fit?  I  never  faw  the 
coat  that  would  not  fit  me.  Mine  is  a  fort  of 
Monmouth-ftreet  back,  as  Jack  fays  —  nothing 
comes  amifs  to  it.  [Exeunt  Mr.  Ddrvflle  and 


Lady  EjL  So,  fo!  the  man  will  walk  off  with 
the  co-it,  ind  his  daughter  will  be  left  on  our 
hands. — Head  teacher  at  Mrs.  Monfoon's — a  de- 
firable  companion  (a fide] — If  Mrs.  Monfoon's  fchooi 
is  fo  expenfive,  I  funpofe  your  fcholars  are  more 
felecl  than  numerous? 

Sufan.  Pardon  me,  my  lady,  the  more  ex- 
penfive the  fchooi,  the  more  numerous  the  fcho- 
lars.— Let  me  fee — we  have  about  thirty  in  the 
Indian  department  alone. 

Lady  Eft.  Indian  department  ! — what  can  you 
merji  ? 

Sufan.  How  ignorant  people  are  in  the  coun- 
try! (njide.}  Why,  Mem,  fome  of  our  young  ladies 
are  deftin'd  on  a  matrimonial  (peculation  for  India; 
that  we  call  the  India  department  !  they  are 
kept  quite  diftindr,  and  are  got  up  in  a  particular 
way — they  are  to  be  creatures  all  fancy  and  fafci- 
nation — to  be  lure  one  ought  to  have  the  eyes  of 
Argus  for  fuch  an  undertaking ;  no  longer  ago 
than  laft  feafon  we  fent  out  a  young  lady  to  Ben- 
gal, actually  befpoke,  and  freighted  out  at  the 
expence  of  the  richefb  man  in  India,  and,  would 
you  believe  it,  (he  threw  herfelf  away  upon  a  beg- 
garly cadet,  the  chance  companion  of  her  voyage, 
inftead  of  dying  to  the  arms  of  a  man  worth. haff 
a  million.  But  Mr.  Dorville  was  fo  good  as  to  fay, 
(holding  up  the  Jkirt  of  her  goicnj  Ah  !  poor 
Mr.  Dorville,  family  grievances  are  not  a  pleafant 
topic,  as  we  tell  our  young  ladies  at  Mrs.  Mon- 
foon's— or  clfe  I  mould  beg  leave  to  aik  of  your 

lady  (hip 
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ladymip  if  ther^  is  any  truth  in  the  report  that 
about  fixtecn  years  ago  Mr.  Don  little 

— You  unchrfland  me — I  vvo-ild  no:  u  veil  on 
fuch  a  fubject  for  the  world. 

Lady  Eft.  I  perceive  you  would  not. 

Sufan.  My  only  reafon  for  enq.nring  is,  that 
yourladyfhip  may  give  me  a.i  opportunity  of  con- 
tradidting  it  from  the  firfl  authority — for  inftance, 
the  people  were  faying  in  the  flage  that  Mr.  Dor- 
ville  had  been  croft  in  his  firft  love — that  he 
fomehow  feparated  in  a  flrange  way  from  a  lady 
he  was  either  married,  or  contracted  to,  and  that 
he  married  your  ladydiip  in  a  moment  of  pique 
and  refentment.  I  am  lure  your  ladyfhip  knows 
my  motive  for  repeating  theie  things.  That  after 
a  few  months  of  frenzy  and  defperation,  his  tem- 
per totally  changed,  and  from  being  morofe,  ful- 
len,  and  fufpicious,  he  is  become — 

Lady  Eft.  You  forget  that  you  are  not  now  in 
the  ilage.  (Jhewing  her  out.) 

Sufan.  Ah  that  Huge — I  beg  pardon  my  lady  ; 
but  I  hope  you  wont  take  any  notice  that  I  came 
down  in  the  flage.  If  our  young  ladies  at  Mrs. 
Monfoon's  were  to  hear  that  I  travelled  in  a  ftage 
coach,  they  would  lofe  all  refpect  for.  me  ever 
after.  (Exit.) 

Lady  EJL  (following  Sufan  as  Jlie  goes  out.} 
Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  Mr.  Dorville's  good  tem- 
per. A  good-tempered  man  in  a  houfe  is  like  a 
weather-cock  on  the  top  of  it,  of  ufe  to  every 
body  but  the  inhabitants.  (Exit.) 


SCENE  V. 
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SCENE  V.  The  Hall  of  a  magnificent  Hoitfe. 
Sumptuous  Furniture,  Kc.  (A  Number  of  Ser- 
vants crofs  the  Stage  with  Baggage,  &c.) 

Enter  Mr.  TORRID,  as  juft  arrived. 

Torrid.  Here's  fumptuoufnefs  !  here's  mag- 
nificence !  here's  a  contrail  !  it  is  now  three  and 
twenty  years  fince  I  pafled  this  identical  fpot  on 
my  road  to  India.  I  had  then  a  better  opportu- 
nity of  admiring  the  beauties  of  the  country ;  for 
inflead  of  travelling  in  a  coach  and  four,  I  walked 
the  whole  way.  (Seroants  crofs  with  baggage.) 
My  baggage  then  was  no  great  incumbrance,  I 
carried  all  myfelf,  it  dangled  in  a  handkerchief 
over  the  left  moulder  at  the  end  of  a  flick  j— but 
now  at  my  return  I  have  baggage  enough  to 
freight  anlndiaman,  a  houfe  large  enough  to  receive 
the  whole  county,  *  and  an  eflate, — order  my 

*  horfes,  I'll  ride  round  it  before  dinner ,  on  fecond 

*  thoughts  I  may  as  well  not,— for  though  I  have 

*  horfes,  I  don't  very  well  know  how  to  ride  j— -no, 
'  no — not  the  horfes  but  the  phaeton  ^--there's  a 
c  little  objection  to  that  too—for  though  I  have  a 

*  phaeton  I  don't  know  how  to  drive,-— but  my  fon 

*  fhall  drive  me.— Aye  !    there  in  Henry,  I  am  fe- 
£  cure  !   not  a  creature  can  whifper  a  fy liable  about 

*  his  education, — I  have  bred  him  a  gentleman  at 

*  lead,'  and  if  I  can  but  prevail  on    '  him,'  "  my 
fon  Henry,"  to  marry  into  a  family  of  diilinction, 
—I  may  fit  down  in  a  calm  and  dignified  repofe 
for  the  reft  of  my  life,— and  now  to  view  my  mag- 
nificence above  flairs.- -(Exit  up  the  Jt  air-cafe 
into- another  room.) 


SCENE 
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SCENE  VI.    Enter  Rofa  and  Henry,— as  jujl 
arrived. 

Rofa.  Why,  Henry !  why  will  you  talk  to  me 
thus  r  Its  To  unkind  of  you  to  prefs  me,  when 
you  know  I  have  all  the  difficulty  in  the  world  to 
ic. ~uie  you. 

Henry.  The  difficulty  is  of  your  own  creation, 
— I  fee  you  have  caught  the  coldnefs  of  this  cli- 
mate; we  are  in  England  now,  the  attentions 
v.'hich  you  condefcended  to  accept  during  the 
voyage,  are  become  irklbme  on  fhore. 

'Rofa.  Nay,  nay,  it  is  poor  Rofa  who  has 
mod  caufe  to  fear;  I  fometimes  think  you  only 
lik'd  me,  becaufe  there  was  no  other  woman  in  the 
fhip. 

Henry.  Cruel  Rofa  !  can  you  thus  affume  a 
playfulnefs  when  the  happinels  of  my  life  is  at 
ftake  and  in  your  power. 

Rofa.  Ah,  Henry,  in  my  power  do  you  fay  ?  It 
might  be  fo  in  India,  but  we  are  in  England 
now;  in  England,  where  the  women  are  aH  fo  fair, 
fo  beautiful !  in  every  face  I  fee  a  rival ;  and  cverv 
rivil  fo  gay,  fo  joyous,  that  I  hang  down  my 
head  in  (ilence  and  in  melancholy. 

Henry.  It  was  that  foft  melancholy  which  dole 
upon  my  heart;  in  your  mother's  laft  illnels, 
Rofa,  can  I  forget  the  graces  of  filial  piety  which 
then  beamed  around  you. 

Rofa.  Your  generous  fympathy  was  then  my 
only  comfort :  when  I  was  in  tears,  dejected,  del- 
pcrate,  it  was  your  hand,  Henry,  which  rais'd  and 
fupported  me. 

Henry.  Why,  why  then  perfift  in  leaving  us : 
V/hy  will  jou  not  confent  to  be  mine  ?  if  our  union 

had 


A    COMEDY.  II 

had  once  taken  place,  my  father  would  be  re- 
conciled. 

Rofa.  No,-Henry — an  orphan— a  ftranger  with- 
out a  friend,  without  a  name-— I  never  can  :  the 
dark  cloud  which  hangs  over  my  life  and  fortune—- 

Henry.  Will  foon  be  remov'd— -the  letter  which 
you  have  brought  to  Lady  Dorville 

Rofa.  Alas  !  I  am  yet  ignorant  of  the  contents: 
I  only  know  they  are  of  importance,  as  your 
father  tells  me  ;  that  letter  was  the  fubjeclt  of  my 
poor  mother's  laft  requeil  to  him. 

Henry.  Lady  Either-— or  IMr.  Dorville,  is  re- 
lated to  her  probably,  if  fo— - 

liofa.  No  !  that  hope  (he  deftroy'd,  to  fecure 
me  from  disappointment — the  calamities  of  her 
early  life-— the  caufe  of  her  ex:le  !— All .!  all  is 
at  prefent  wrapt  in  myftery— my  memory  only 
tells  me  that  ihe  was  perfecuted,  and  my  heart 
allures  me  Ihe  was  innocent— -to  your  father  (he 
has  difclofed  every  particular  of  her  {lory,  and  his 
ftudied  referve  on  every  queltion  I  can  pur  to  him, 
is  a  new  ground  of  alarm— here  he  is--— he  feems 
difturbed,  I  will  not  aik  him  for  the  letter  now, 
I  will  fee  you  once  again  before  I  go  to  Mr.  Dor- 
ville's,  but  while  thus  abject,  thus  deiblate — I 
never  will  be  yours. 

.  Henry.  How  little  do  you  value  my  happinefs, 
when  you  can  thus  facrifice  it  to  a  romantic 
prejudice.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII.    Re-enter  Mr.  TORRID,  folioic-cd 
by  a  Seri'inf.  , 

Torrid.  Eh  !-—  how— who  do  you  fay  ? 
Servant.  Sir— the  gentleman  fays  his  name  is 
Lizard. 

C  2  Torrid 
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Torrid.  Tf  it  mould  be  that  fcoundrel,  what 
fort  of  a  man  is  he — this  ilranger  ? 

Servant.  Why,  Sir,  for  a  flranger,  he  feems  to 
make  himfelf  pretty  much  at  home,  for  he  has 
order'd  the  boot-jack,  and  call'd  for  bifcuits  and 
Madeira  ! 

Torrid.  The  devil  he  has — then  I'm  fure  'tis 
he — how  unlucky  that  he  fliould  find  me  out 
already.  (Enter  aftcond  Servant.) 

zd  Servant.  Sir,  the  gentleman  below  fays,  he's 
the  oldeft  friend  you  have  in  the  world — and  that 
he's  all  impatience  to  fee  you  ! 

Torrid.  Zounds,  firrah  ! — why  did  you  fay  I 
was  at  home — fend  him  away — yet  if  he  mould 
betray  me — the  fcoundrel  knows  he  has  me  in  his 
power — Lifibm — Liilbm  did  you  fay  ? 

ijl  Servant.  No,  Sir,  Lizard. 
Torrid.  Oh,  Lizard,  Lizard,  [rwming  to  meet  him. 

SCENE  VIII.    Enter  LIZARD. 

Torrid.  My  dear  fellow,  is  it  you  ? — I  am  de- 
lighted to  fee  you — how  are  you  ?  how  haye  you 
be.-n  ?  where  have  you  been  ?  how  unkind  not  to 
write 

Lizard.  Not  write  !  T  wrote  by  every  packet. 

Torrid.  Why,  I  never  received  a  line  ! 

Lizard.  I  was  not  much  furpriz'd  at  your 
Clence— Moft  of  my  letters  were  applications  for 
money,  and  fomehow  or  other  letters  of  that  fort 
are  very  apt  to  mifcarry. 

'  Torrid.  Ah  ! — its  a  long  time  fince  we  met — 
'  you  are  in  your  prime  ftiil,  fmug  and  florid.' 

Lizard.  '  A  long  time  indeed  !   I  can't  return 

*  the  compliment,  you  are  fadly  alter'd  !  when  I 

*  left  India,   you  was  a  hale  hearty  fellow — with  a 

*  good  complexion  and  a  good  pair  of  legs — but 

'  now 
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*  now  the  bile  has  taken  pofTeffion  of  the  citadel, 
'  hoifled  the  yellow  flag,  and  as  for  your  legs,  they 

*  are  no  better  than  a  couple  of  toothpicks.' 

(  Torrid.  They  are  flout  enough  to  kick  you 
4  down  flairs  if  I  had  the  fpirit  to  do  it.'  (qfide.) 

'  Lizard.  What  did  you  fay  about  fpirit'— Let 
me  fee— its  about  fix  and  thirty  years  fince  you 
and  I  were  rival  devils  together  in  the  office  of  old 
Plagiary  the  Printer. 

Torrid.  Yes---but  never  mind  that  now  ! 

Lizard.  We  were  difcharg'd  from  our  inden- 
tures on  his  elevation  to  the  pillory. 

Torrid.  Why  will  you  dwell  on  thefe  things 
now  ? 

Lizard.  Do  you  remember  it?— I  remember  it 
well !  a  glorious  fight !  and  fuch  was  our  zeal  for 
the  admmiflration  of  juftice,  that  though  we  had 
ferv'd  him  five  years,  no  two  fellows  there  were 
more  aclive  in  the  diflribution  of  eggs. 

Torrid.  Zounds  !  don't  talk  fo  loud — you'll 
be  overheard 

Lizard.  We  then  flarted  on  a  peripatetic  furvey 
of  the  country,  in  fearch  of  an  eflablifhment—t 
think  I  fee  you  now  trudging  along  with  our  joint 
wardrobe,  at  the  end  of  our  common  flick— .thefe 
are  pleafmg  recollections. 

Torrid.  Very  pleafmg  !  what  a  memory  you 
have  ! 

Lizard.  Every  little  circumflance  refpecling 
you  made  fuch  an  irnprefTion 

Torrid.  You  are  very  kind. 

Lizard.  I  felt  the  fame  interefl  as  if  it  concern'd 
myfelf. 

Torrid.  That  is  too  good  of  you. 

2  Lizard. 
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Lizard.  YL- — yes — I  kept  my  eye  conftantly 
fixed  on  yen — your  contracts  for  your  rice — your 
opium — your  bullocks — nothing  eicapcd  me. 

Torrid.  I  dare  fay  not — egad  ! 
•    Lizard.  Eli,  thought  I — there  he  is,  dear  crea*- 
ture,  broiling  in   the   tropics,  bartering  his   con- 
fcience,  Jeitroymg  his  conitituiion,  felling  himfelf 
to  the  devil,  and  all  for  my  fake. 

Torrid.  For  your  lake  !  (retreating  with  fur- 
prize  and  indigmifion.) 

Lizard.  Ours,  you  know,  is  a  partnerfhip  ac- 
count  

Torrid.  PartnerQup  account  !  why,  zounds, 
you  don't  mean — you  don't  venture — you  don't 
pretend  to  fay 

Lizard.  Briefly  this — You  are  in  poficflion  of 
wealth,  and  I  of  the  fccret  by  which  it  was  ac- 
quired;  that  I  call  a  partnership  account ;  not 
that  I  have  been  idle  mvfclf—  No,  No.  I  mall 

bring  my  whole  trealure  into  the  firm Torrid, 

Lizard,  and  Co. 

Torrid.  Torrid,  Lizard,  and  Co. ! 

Lizard.  Yes,  three  fons  and  a  daughter — all 
educated  for  the  purpofe,  all  for  your  benefit ; — 
there's  a  Co.  for  you — my  whole  family. 

Torrid.  For  my  benefit— Zounds,  what  have  I 
to  do  with  your  family  ? — What's  your  family  to 


me 


Lizard.  What's  my  family  to  you  !- — why,  I 
bred  my  eldeft  fon  to  phyfic — Jem  will  take  care 
of  your  health; — my  next  an  architect — Jerry* 
will  build  you  a  houfe ; — as  for  Jack 

Torrid.  Zounds,  I  mail  be  devoured  alive. 

Lizard.  He's  a  man  of  letters,  and  (hall  write 
your  life ;  a  man  who  has  made  a  rapid  fortune  in 
India  (hould  always  have  fomebody  to  write  his 

life  i 
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life  :,  why,  even  your  life  'might  be  made  to  look 
"well  in  hiftoiy ;  as  jack  fay?,  there's  many  an  ho- 
nef£  fello-.v  i:i  hiilory,  that  living  would  not  have 

been   truftea  with  fixpehce. Then  t- 

daughter 

Torrid.  Hufh,  hum—-  my  fon  Henry  coming 
this  way  by  all  that's  unlucky. 

Lizard.  Your  fon  !  the  very  perfon  I  wifhed  to 
fee ;  you  mud  introduce  me  to  him. 

Torrid.  But  you'll  be  fecret, 

Lizard.  On  what  terms  ? 

Torrid.  Name  them. 

Lizard.  An  apartment  in  the  houfe. 

Torrid.  An  apa.rtin.T-r  in  my  houfe  !  f  wit  ft  in* 
donation  at  Jlrft?  and  then  relaxing  info  an  af~ 
famed  complacency)— well-— well— -you  (hall-— to 
be  fure  you  (hall.  Who  waits  there  !  who  waits ! 
Shew  this  gentleman  his  ro^m. 

Lizard.  And  a  room  for*  Jem. 

Torrid.  One  for  Jem  !  What, -another  !  Well, 
you  Ihall--- to  be  lure  you  (hall. 

Lizard.  Jem's  a  clever  fellow,  I  aflure  you--- 
written  a  book  on  atmofphercs  ;  what  we  uied  to 
call  in  the  office  a  neat  little  article,  fmall  octavo, 
pocket  fize,  proves  to  demon  (brat  ion  that  ail  our 
difeafes  arife  from  breathing  the  air  of  the  atmof- 
phere. 

Torrid.  Never  mind  Jem  and  the  atmofphere 
now— I  mail  go  m-<id-^-(e;ideavouring  to  put  him 
out.) 

Lizard.  One  for  Jerry. 

Torrid.  Ridiculous  !  impoflible  !  I'll  not  fub- 
mit — Yes,  yes,  you  (hall— I  muft  appeafe  him 
for  the  preicnt.  (AJide.) 

Lizard.  Jerry's  a  great  man  in  his  line,  fuch  a 
head  for  building  and  improvements,  run  you  up 

a  houle 
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a  houfe  in  no  time ;  to  be  fure,  as  Jack  fays,  the 
moderns  know  how  to  build  houfes,  and  our  an- 
ceftors  knew  how  to  live  in  them.  Aye,  Jack 
will  be  your  favourite ;  fays  more  good  things 
than  any  man ;  I  have  a  parcel  of  his  impromptus 
in  my  pocket.— I  muft  have  a  couple  of  horfes  for 
Jack. 

Torrid.  You  (hall — you  mall— -it's  in  vain  to 
contend  till  I  can  hit  on  fomethlng  decifive. 

Lizard.  Then  for  my  daughter. 

Torrid.  What,  your  daughter  too  ! 

Lizard.  She  is  head  teacher  at  Mrs.  Monfoon's. 

Torrid.  Zounds,  never  mind  Mrs.  Monfoon 
now. 

Lizard.  What  a  happy  fellow  you'll  be— your 
houfe  full  of  the  family— there  will  be  Jem  and 
Sufan,  and— but  Jack  will  be  your  favourite,  I 
know  he  will.  Mark  my  words,  Jack  will  be 
your  favourite,  [Exit. 

Torrid,  (following)  The  plague  feize  Jack, 
Jem,  Sufan,  and  the  whole  race  of  them. 


END    OF    ACT    I. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.  Library  at  Mr.  Dorcillcs. 

Enter  Mr.    DORVILLE,   followed   by    FRANK 
ami  the  Steward. 

Mr.  Dorville.  How,  Frank,  you,  you  apply 
to  my  fleward  to  indoiib  a  note  for  five  hundred 
pounds. 

Steward.  Yes,  he  did,  Sir — here  it  is — its  the 
way  of  them  a'ii,  and  (o  I  tell  you,  but  you'll 
never  believe  me. 

Mr.  Dorville.  (taking  the  note]  You,  Frank, 
whom  I  have  held  up  as  a  pattern  of  induftry,  to 
be  giving  a  note  for  five  hundred. pounds. 

Frank.  Do  but  hear  me,  your  honour,  do 
but  hear  me ;  you  know  I  rented  a  farm  which 
now  belongs  to  the  Nabob. 

Steward.  Yes,  Sir,  his  leafe  is  out,  and  be- 
cauie  he  had  a  good  penny  worth  of  it,  for  the  laft 
ievett  years,  he  wantc  it  for  feven  years  more  ! 

Frank.  No,  I  don't,  your  honour — no  I 
don't — I  mould  not  mind  an  advance  of  rent — an 
advance  of  rent  is  but  fair — when  an  eflate  is  im- 
proved, the  landlord  has  a  right  to  his  (hare  as 
well  as  the  tenant ;  but  to  call  on  me  all  at  once 
for  five  hundred  pounds. 

Mr.  Dorville.     For  five  hundred  pounds. 

Frank.  Five  hundred  pounds  is  what  he  afks 
for  renewing  the  leafe. 

Steward.     And  a  very  reafonable  fum  too. 

'  Mr.  Dorville.    What,  then,  if  ir.dead  of  the 

*  five  hundred   pounds,  he  had  raifed  the  rent 

D  *   one 
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'  one  hundred  pounds  a  year,  you  could  have 
'  paid  it.' 

*  Frank.      Yes,  your  honour,    yes,    I    always 
'  look'd  to  an  advance  of  rent.' 

*  Steward.     So  he  fays,  Sir,  and  fo  they  all  fay.' 
Frank.     I  offer'd  him  my  note  for  the  money, 

your  honour,  and  as  he  refufed  to  take  it,  I  made 
to  bold  to  call  and  afk  your  honour's  fteward  to  put 
his  name  to  it ;  to  be  fure  its  a  little  hard,  after 
I  have  lived  in  the  parim  fo  many  years,  and  paid 
every  body  their  own,  to  have  the  farm  let  over 
my  head,  and  my  wife  and  children  turned  adrift. 

Mr.  Don-tile.  No,  they  (hall  not ;  (goes  to 
the  table,  and  writes  on  the  note.}  I'll  put  my 
name  to  the  note. 

Steward.  Why,  Sir,  this  is  not  your  farm ;  he 
and  his  wife  have  no  c'aim  on  you  for  it ! 

Mr.  Dorville.  Yes  they  have !  in  my  mind  an 
honed  couple,  who  have  given  fix  children  to 
their  country,  and  reared  them  in  habits  of  hum- 
ble induftry,  have  claims  on  the  affiftance  of  ever)' 
man  in  it. 

Frank.  How !  you  ?  your !  your  name  upon  the 
note? 

Mr.  Dorville.  I  have  not  the  money;  but 
this  will  fatisfy  him  as  well. 

Steward.  But  Sir,  Sir,  if  they  mould  demand 
payment  ? 

.  Mr.  Dorville.  I'll  fee  Mr.  Torrid  myfelf,  and 
explain  it  to  him. 

Frank.    VvThat  does  your  honour  really  mean  ? 

Mr.  Dorc-Ule.  Nay,  nay  Frank,  it  is  but  a 
loan;  you'll  lay  by  the  money,  and  foon  repay 
me  ? 

Frank.  I  would  fpeak  if  I  could,  your  honour, 
I  would  indeed. 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Dorville.  If  you  were  turned  out  of  the 
farm,  I  fhould  have  the  whole  family  thrown  upon 
me,  fo  that  you  fee  I  am  an  ceconomifl,  Frank. 
Nay,  nay,  no  thanks :  do  hot  diftrefs  me  j  go 
with  my  fie  ward,  my  good  fellow. 

Frank.  I  don't  thank  you,  I  don't  attempt  to 
thank  you,  your  honour  ;  I  am  not  fuch  a  fool  as 
to  attempt  to  thank  you,  but  I  will  pray  for  you, 
and  my  wife  (hall  pray  for  you,  and  my  children 
mall  pray  for  you. 

Mr.  DORVILLE  puts  out  FRANK  on  one  fide,  as 

-  SCENE  II  - 

Lady   ESTHER,  ivith  a  Servant,  enters  on  the 
other. 

Lady  Eft.  (to  the  Servant)  Sir  Harry  Fleetly, 
do  you  fay  ? 

Servant.  Yes,  Ma'am ;  he  has  juft  driven  to 
the  door,  and  a  gentleman  with  him. 

Lady  Ejt.  What,  Mr.  Dorville,  have  you 
alk'd  Sir  Harry  Fleetly  to  the  houfe  ? 

Mr.  Dorville.  Not  I:  but  you  know  he's  a 
man  of  famion,  and  never  flays  for  an  invitation  ; 
he  brings  himfelf  and  his  friends,  when  it  fuits  his 
convenience ;  do  you  receive  him,  and  leave 
the  reft  to  me.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Sir  HARRY  FLEETLY  8f  JACK  LIZARD. 

Sir  Harry,  (before  he  enters)  Come  along, 
Jack.  Nine  hours,  fifty-nine  minutes,  and  fifty- 
three  feconds,  by  my  watch,  and  I  flopped  the 
whole  way,  (re-enter  Lady  Eft  her,  they  bow.) 
pretty  good  going  for  the  lafl  hundred. 

D  2  Lady 
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Lady  Eft.  Some  important  motive,  no  doubt, 
to  caufe  fuch  hafte. 

Sir  Hdrnj.    O  yes;  to  look  at  a  horfe  ! 

Lady  Eft.  Two  hundred  miles  to  look  at  a 
horie ! 

'Sir  Harry.  Jack  fays  his  points  are  perfect — 
.  and  he  knows.  I  muft  introduce  him — Lady  Either 
this  is  my  friend,  Jack  Tacid---Jack,  this  is  Lady 
Efther  Dorville — Jack  is  the  moft  ufeful  fellow 
breathing ;  if  you  want  a  carriage  built,  dogs 
train'd,  or  horfes  broke,  there's  not  his  match; 
he  is  every  thing  at  the  club— Lord  Spot's 
ponies  and  pointers  were  all  his  chilling— 
but  what  we  mod  admire  is  his  talent  for  conver- 
fation. 

Lady  Eft.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it;  a  pleafaut 
companion  is  fuch  an  acquisition  in  the  country. 

Sir  Harry.  A  pleafaht  companion  ?  he's  the 
bed  companion  breathing- -he  rwcr  opens  his 
mouth ;  Jack's  the  only  man  I  know  that  can 
hold  his  tongue  arnufiugly. 

Lady  Ejl.     How. 

Sir  Harry.  O  he's  not  one  of  your  damn'd 
profiiv  who  arc  always  on.  the 

watch  for  a  good  thing,  as  they  call  it;  I  hate 
wit,  it  al'.y.^s  fpoils  focicty:  your  clever  fellow 
is  a  Bore  'that  I  conftantly  blackball.  Why  the 
other  day,  in  fpite  of  all  [  could  do,  they  let  a 
couple  into  the  club,  and  in  (lead  of  eating  their 
dinner  quietly,  they  were  going  off  the  whole  time 
like  a  pair  of  caftanets  in  a  fandango,  and  kept 
up  fuch  a  vh^zzing  -about  our  ears,  that  Lord- 
Spot  and  a  fcoro  of  us  lent  in  our  refignation,  and 
take  our  mut'ton  quietly  at  another  (hop. 

Lady  l\i> .  Now  that  you  have  jet  your 
houfe  in  this  neighbourhood,  Sir  Harry,  I 

did 
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did  not  expect  the  pleafure  of  feeing  you — I  was 
quite — 

Sir  Harry.  Yes,  I  have  let  the  houfe,  but  I 
keep  the  {tabling  and  paddocks — the  prettied  run 
for  brood  mares  in  all  England — is'nt  it  Jack, 
(Jack  nods]  then  the  fruit  and  game  pays  the  ex- 
pence. 

Lady  Eft.  What,  do  you  fell  your  fruit  and 
game  ? 

Sir  Harry.  We  all  do— don't  we  Jack?  (Jack  nods] 

Lady  Eft.  True,  but  you  have  the  houfe'  in 
Suffolk,  which  is,-  I  have  heard,  the  beft  fituation 
of  the  two. 

Sir  Harry.  So  it  is — nets  me  a  clean  500 — 
does'nt  it  Jack  ?  (Jack  nods.} 

Lady  Eft.  How  ?  with  a  clear  unincumber'd 
eftate  of  6000  pounds  a  year — do  you  let  both  the 
family  feats  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Family  feats,  why  they  only  lead 
to  expence,  eh,  Jack  ?  (Jack  nods.} 

Lady  E/l.   And  you  have  no  country  houfe  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Nor  town  houfe  either. 

Lady  E/l.  What,  have  you  let  the  houfe  in  the 
fquare  ? 

Sir  Harry.  To  be  Cure;  we  can't  maintain 
houfes,  can  we  Jack  ?— No,  there's  no  affording  to 
have  a  houfe  now — Polling  is  fo  dear.  (Jack  nods.} 

Lady  Eft.  Where  then  is  your  relidence  ? 

Sir  Harry.  If  by  residence  you  mean  where  do 
I  drefs,  I  have  lodgings  in  Bond-flreet,  and  occa- 
iional  apartments  at  all  the  watering  places.-— Or 
if  by  refidence  you  mean  where  do  I  ufually  fleep, 
I  generally  poft  in  the  night,  and  fleep  in  my  car- 
riage, we  all  do — don't  we  Jack  ?  (Jack  nods) 

Lady  Eft.  In  your  carriage  ? 

i  Sir 
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Sir  Harry.  Yes— -I  can't  bear  to  be  (lationarv, 
we  none  of  us  can,  and  I  verily  believe  that  to 
breathe  the  lame  air  for  twenty-four-hours  would 
be  the  death  of  me— it  would  be  the  death  of  all 
of  us,  would  not  it  Jack  ?— Of  this,  atleaft,  I  am 
fure,  that  I  fhould  have  no  appetite,  and  what 
would  be  life  without  an  appetite  ? 

Lady  Eft.  Perhaps  we  have  ftaid  in  this  air  too 
long  already-— Mr.  Dor ville  is  within— -Mr.  Tacid 
will  attend  us— change  of  air  is,  I  fuppofe,  juft  as 
necefiary  to  your  friend  as  to  yourfelf. 

Sir  Harry.  No,  faith---!  will  fay  that  for 
Jack— his  appetite  never  fails,  and  I'll  tell  you 
how  I  account  for  it — moft  people  have  two  ways 
of  ufmg  their  mouths,  now,  as  he  never  fpeaks,  he 
has  but  one,  and  in  that  one  he  makes  up  for 
both  !  [Exeunt  Sir  Harry  and  Lady  Ejiher—as 
Jack  Lizard  is  following  . 

—  SCENE    IV  — 

Enter  SUSAN  on  the  oppofite  Side. 

Sufan.  Hift— hifc— -it  certainly  is— why  bro- 
ther this  is  unexpected  indeed— did  you  come 
with  Sir  Harry? 

Jack  Liz.  Hum— hufh— Idid! 

Sufan.  This  it  is  to  be  a  man  of  talents— -its  an 
introduction  to  the  firfl  fociety. 

Jack  Liz.  Hum— hufh!  or  you'll  ruin  me--- 
talents  an  introduction  ! 

'Sufan.  Aye,  I  fuppofe  it  was  your  laft  pamphlet 
introduced  you  to  Sir  Harry  ? 

Jack  Liz.  My  laft  pamphlet-- -if  Sir  Harry  fuf- 
pected  me  of  being  able  to  put  two  ientences  .to- 
gether—he'd drop  me  at  the  liril  turnpike. 

SuCan. 
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Sufan.  What,  then  it  was  your  tafte  for  Poetry  ? 
—I  always  faid  that  you  was  a  pretty  poet— and 
ib  us'd  all  the  young  ladies  at  Mrs.  Monfoon's. 

Jack,  No,  Suzy— the  moil  ufeful  piece  of 
knowledge  I  ever  learnt,  was  to  affect  ignorance-  — 
I  have  made  my  way  with  Sir  Harry,  and  the 
whole  let,  by  conftantly  appearing  to  have  an  in 
ferior  underftanding  to  theirs—they  fancy  I  arn  a 
dull  illiterate  fellow ;  and  make  me  their  butt  for- 
footh.— 

Sufan.  Well  now— I  can't  put  up  with  that— 
if  any  of  our  young  ladies,  at  Mrs.  Monfoon's,  make 
a  butt  of  me,  I  always  lofe  my  temper. 

Jack.  Pfhaw—  as  their  jokes  are  without  point, 
I  never  triumph  fo  much  as  when  the  laugh  is 
againft  me. 

Sufan.   Eh!— here  is  my  father. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter    LIZARD. 

Lizard.  My  dear  Jack-— how  fortunate  ! 

Jack  L.  Jack— for  the  world  don't  call  me 
Jack— If  Sir  Harry  knew  I  had  a  poor  relation, 
he'd  fufped  fome  defign,  and  cut  dire<fdy — 

Sufan.  Jack  came  down  with  Sir  Harry  Fleetly 
— is  his  intimate  friend. 

Lizard.  c  I  know  it,  I  know  it,  I  have  heard  of 
'  his  new  filent  nodding  acquiefcing  character — 
'  the  rogue ! ! !' — Aye,thefe  are  the  fruits  of  the  edu- 
cation I  have  given  you  all — a  liberal  education, 
fent  you  ail  to  the  bed  fchools,  and  leaft  they 
mould  fpoil  you  by  indulgence — never  paid  a  fix- 
pence  after  the  firft  quarter — oh,  there's  nothing 
like  giving  children  a  liberal  education. 

Jack  Liz. 
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Jack  Liz.  Liberal  enough !  you  taught  us  life  as 
the  Indians  teach  their  children  to  fwirn,  they  feize 
them  by  the  nape  of  the  neck  as  foon  as  born, 
and  chuck  them  into  'the  water  to  fhift  for 
themfelves. 

Lizard.  Aye,  and  they  always  fwim  ! ! ! — what, 
you  got  my  letter,  Jack,  eh  ? 

Jack  Liz.  Yes,  it  was  that  brought  me  down 
with  Sir  Harry — but  what  are  you  doing  in  this 
part  of  the  country;  why  fend  for  me  in  fuch 
hafte  ? 

Lizard.  To  introduce  you  to  a  nabob. 

Jack  Liz.  What's  the  flory  of  this  nabob? 

Sufan.  Aye,  father,  what's  the  flory  of  this  nabob. 

Lizard.  In  the  firft  place,  I  mean  that  Sufan 
fhould  marry  his  fon. 

Sufan.  I,  I  marry  the  fon  of  a  nabob  ? 

Lizard.  In  the  next  place,  I  mean  that  you 
mould  marry  an  Indian  heirefs,  who  is  his  ward. 

Jack  Liz.   But,  how  am  I  to  marry  his  ward  ? 

tin/an.  How  am  I  to  marry  his  fon  ? 

Jack  Liz.  What  is  your  influence  over  her  ? 
(rapidly  >  on  each  fide  of  Lizard.} 

Sufan.  What  is' your  influence  over  him  ? 

Lizard.  Secrets,  fecrets  all ;  in  the  firft  place, 
this  heirefs  is  one  whofe  fortune  is  a  fecret  even  to 
herfelf. 

Jack  Liz.  How  ?  a  fecret  ? 

Lizard.-  Yes,  a  fecret,  which  you  mall  hear  from 
me,  and  me  from  you. 

Sufan.  But  the  young  nabob  is  in  poffefiion  of 
his  fortune  ? 

Lizard.  And  I  of  the  fecret  by  which  it  was 
acquired;  come  with  me,  and  I'll  introduce  you 
both  directly. 

Jack  Liz.  Father,  you  are  a  great  man ! ! ! 

Lfcard. 


A    COMEDY.  25  > 

Lizard.  You  compliment,  Jack,  you  compli- 
ment. 

Jack  Liz.  I  feel  the  kindred  fpirit  mounting. 

Sujan.  So  do  I;  I'll  go  and  put  on  my  cloaths 
directly,  that  is,  Lady  Efther's  cloaths  I  mean. 

Lizard.  Your  hands  (takes  one  of  each]  cou- 
rage, and  the  day's  our  own. 

Jack  Liz.  and  Sujan.  We'll  not  degenerate  fa- 
ther, we'll  not  degenerate. 

Lizard.  If  the  doctor  and  the  architect  were 
here,  my  happinefs  would  be  complete;  what  a 
book  Jem's  is,  proves  to  demonftration — (Jnck 
Liz.  Jtops  his  mouth.}  what  a  head  Jerry  has  for 
building  and  improvements— (Sujan  jtops  his 
mouth]  difeafes  arife!  run  you  up  a  houie!  (they 
alternately jlop  his  mouth  as  they  are  going  qff\] 
To  be  fure  there  never  was  fuch  a  family !  ! 

SCENE  VI.     At  Mr.   Torrid's. 
Enter  J/r.  TORRID. 

Torrid.  Some  fatality  is  fure  to  attend  me,' 
whenever  I  mean  to  be  honeft ;  juft  at  the  mo- 
ment I  was  about  to  keep  my  promile  to  Rota's 
mother,  and  deliver  the  letter  to  Lady  Efther 
Dorv'ille,  this  rafcal  Lizard  comes  acrofs  me,  and 
makes  it  neceflary  that  1  mould  fupprefs  the 
letter,  and  every  iyllable  of  her  ilory  for  my  own 
fafety,  '  the  knave,  with  a  natural  ridicule  in 
*  his  character,  which  one  muft  laugh  at,  has  an  ac- 
'  quired  (hrewdnefs  which  I  cannot  but  fear.' 

SCENE  VII.     Enter  HENRY. 

Henry.  I  am  happy,  Sir,  to  find  you  alone;  in 

one  word,   the  future  happinefs  of  my  life  hangs 

on  the  prefent  moment  i  If  Rofa  leaves  the  houie, 

E  an 
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an  opportunity  is  loft  which  I  may  never  meet 
again.  I  flatter  myfelf  that  your  confent  is  only 
wanting  to  our  union.  (Lizard,  f  peaking  behind, 
Servants'  hall,  fhew  me  to  the  fervants'  hall.) 
What  noife  is  this  ? 

Torrid.  That  rafcal  Lizard  again. 

SCENE    VIII.     Enter  LIZARD,    purfuing  the 
Servant. 

Lizard.  The  fervants'  hall !  fhew  me  to  tke 
fervants'  hall,  is  this  treatment  for  your 
mafter's  friend,  the  oldeft  friend  he  has  in  the 
world ! 

Torrid.  So,  fo — it  will  all  come  out,  leave  the 
room,  Sir.  [Exit  fervant. 

Lizard.  Leave  the  houfe  !  is  this  treatment  for 
your  mafter's  partner  ? 

Henry.  How? 

Torrid.  Hum— hum— hum! 

Lizard.  Yes,  Sir,  my  name  is  Lizard,  the  man 
who  fav'd  your  father's  character  at  the  expence 
of  his  own ;  come,  come,  don't  affect  ignorance, 
he  muft  have  told  you. 

Henry.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Torrid.  Don't  liften  to  him,  Henry,  don't 
Hften  to  him,  for  Heaven's  fake,  filence !  (to 
Lizard. ) 

Lizard.  Come,  come,  you  know  the  ftory,  that 
your  father  and  I  ftarted  in  London  together, 
where  our  fuccefs  was  fo  bad,  that  c.onfcious  of 
our  own  merit,  we  thought  it  muft  be  the  effect  of 
the  climate;  my  fonjem  the  doctor,  fays  there's  a 
great  deal  in  climate;  I  hope  to  introduce  him  to 
you ;  a  clever  fellow  I  affure  you  ;  written  a  book 
on  atmofpheres;  proves  to  demonftration  that  all 
pur  difeafes — 

Henry, 
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Henry,  (interrupting  him)  For  heaven's  fake, 
Sir,  proceed  in  your  ftory ;  what  ftrange  myflery 
is  this  ? 

Lizard.  What  are  you  really  ignorant  then  ? 
Very  odd  that. 

Henry.  Go  on,  go  on. 

Lizard.  I  will,  Sir,  I  will. — We  embarked  our 
capital  of  induftry  for  India ;  on  our  arrival  the 
market  was  fo  over-ftocked  that  we  were  on  the 
point  of  fmathing,  when  a  lady  came  to  a  relation 
at  Calcutta  with  an  infant  daughter. 

Henry.  A  lady  with  an  infant  daughter  ! 

Lizard.  That  relation  died,  and  left  her  his 
whole  fortune,  which,  by  a  lucky  accident,  was 
put  into  your  father's  hands ;  with  this  we  fpecu- 
lated,  fucceeded — again  fpeculated,  and  mould 
have  again  fucceeded,  but,  from  fome  reports,  the 
lady  had  fufpicions,  and  me  required  her  money 
to  be  produced  on  the  inftant ;  that  was  imprac- 
ticable ;  your  father  prevailed  on  me  to  fly,  I  con- 
fented,  we  divided  the  fortune,  and  I  took  the 
whole  of  the  difgrace ;  he  ftaid  in  India,  I  came 
to  England — he's  a  Nabob,  and  I'm  not  worth 
fixpence. 

Henry.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Lizard.  A  fecret — the  whole  is  a  fecret — not  a 
fyllable  has  tranfpired — it  is  in  your  power  to  keep 
it  fo  ; — talk  the  matter  over  together — no  cere- 
mony with  me — I  can  amufe  myfelf  with  the  bif- 
cuits  and  Madeira,  (goes  to  the  table  where  the 
wine  is.) 

Henry.  For  heaven's  fake,  Sir,  break  this  £- 
lence,  and  tell  me  who — who  was  the  viftim  ? 

Torrid.  Victim  !  Did  I  not  fupport  her  and  her 
mother  ?  (to  Lizard.) 

E  2  Henry. 


£8  THE    SECRET"; 

'  Henry.  How  !  is  it  then  Rofa  ?  is  Rofa  the 
victim  of  your  injuftice— of -my  father's  injuftice? 
What,  if  (he  mould  have  fufpicions  !  What,  if 
fhe  fhould  think  me  a  confederate  in  the  defign 
upon  her  fortune  ?— -the  offer  of  my  hand  this 
morning  mufl  have  appeared  a  contemptible  arti- 
fice, a  plot  on  her  affections,  by  a  mean  affec~ta» 
tion  of  difintereftedncfs.  Oh,  no  !  I  wrong  her 
generous  nature,  me  is  without  fufpicion,  and  the 
injury  the  more  atrocious.  I  know  not  how  to  aft. 

Torrid.  Henry  !  I  fay  ! 

Henry.  Is  it  you,  Sir,  is  it  my  father!  who  is 
thus  difgrac'd,  difhonour'd  ? 

Torrid.  Difhonour'd  !  you  forget  the  whole  is 
yet  a  fecret,  known  only  to  this  man,  if  he  is  pa- 
cified we  are  fafe. 

Henry.  I  know  not  how  to  aft  ;  to  tell  her  of 
her  wrongs,  to  difclofe  the  truth 

Torrid.  Difclofe  the  truth— why  what  the  devil 
do  you  mean  ?  to  expofe  me  to  the  world— my 
own  fon— do  you  not  feel  what  would  be  my 
fituation  if  you  mould  tell  ? 

Henry.  Believe  me,  Sir,  Idoj  make  any  terms 
with  this  man,  his  object  is  clear.  I'll  retire,  and 
compofe  myfelf,  you'll  find  me  in  your  room;  I 
am  over-whelm'd  with  mame  and  horror.  [Exit. 

Lizard,  (calling  after  him)  Sir,  Sir,— he  ieems 
unwell,  has  he  bad  health  ? 

Torrid.  Pfhaw. 

Lizard.  How  lucky  my  fon,  the  doctor,  is  com- 
ing; he'll  foon  fet  all  to  rights.  I  don't  think 
you  look  well ;  it's  a  very  delirable  thing  to  have  a 
medical  man  always  in  the  family. 

Torrid.  Why  would  you  thus  expofe  me  to 
my  fon ;  I  would  have  kept  it  from  him  at  all 
events. 

Lizard. 
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iizard.  I  am  vaftly  pleafed  with  that  fon  of 
your's. 

Torrid.  Scoundrel !    (Afick.) 

Lizard.  I  have  been  turning  this  bufinefs  over 
in  my  mind,  and  I  begin  to  think  that  five  of  us 
here  quartered  on  you  at  once  may  be  rather  in- 
convenient. 

Torrid.  Rafcal !    (Afide.) 

Lizard.  That  as  I  have  you  in  my  power,  there 
is  fomething  mean  in  taking  advantage  of  it. 

Torrid.  Impudent  villain.     (Afide.) 

Lizard.  Something  mercenary,  felfifh.  Now, 
I  hate  every  thing  mercenary  or  felfifh. 

Torrid.  Give  me  your  hand,  now  that  is  think- 
ing like  a  friend. 

Lizard.  But  then  how  are  we  to  manage;  my 
tongue  has  a  defperate  itch  to  be  babbling. 

Torrid.  I  hope  not,  I  hope  not. 

Lizard.  Yes  it  has — unlefs — 

Torrid.  Unlefs  what  ? 

Lizard.  Unlefs — come,  to  be  concife — '  unlefs 

*  there's  a  union  of  the  families. 

*  Torrid.  A  union  of  the  families. 

*  Lizard.  Yes,  it  feems  you  have  brought  this 
'  young  heirefs  to   England.     Now,  in  the  firft 

*  place,  I  mean  to  propofe  that  you  mould  marry 
'  her  to  one  of  my  fons. 

*  Torrid.  Whether  Che  confents  or  not  ? 

'  Lizard.  As  to  her  confent,  there's  no  doubt 
of  it ;  to  be  fure  fhe  will  be  perplexed  in  her 
choice.  I  mould  myfelf ;  they  have  all  their  re- 
commendations. Jack's  a  noble  fellow,  but 
then  Jerry  has  fuch  an  eye,  and  the  doclor  is  fo 
infinuatieg. 

*  Torrid.  But    how  is    the  marriage  of  Rofa 
with  one  of  your  fons  to  fecure  fecrecy  ? 

'  Lizard. 
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f  Lizard.  True,  it  will  not ;  we  mud  go  far- 
ther.* You  have  a  ion  and  I  a  daughter. 

Torrid.  Why  you  don't  mean — (Jlarting  t9 
the  other  end  of  the  /age.) 

Lizard.  Nothing  but  their  marriage  will  keep 
my  tongue  quiet. 

Torrid.  Their  marriage  !  impoflible  ! 

Lizard.  It's  an  infirmity,  I  am  forry  for  it ; 
nothing  but  their  marriage  can  keep  my  tongue 
quiet.  I  feel  it  at  work  now,  at  this  moment, 
and  yet  here  in  this  neighbourhood,  where  you  are 
come  to  fettle 

Torrid.  Stay,  ftay. 

Lizard.  Yes — it's  a  going — its  a  going,  and  if 
once  off,  the  devil  himfelf  can't  ftop  it. 

Torrid  Hold,  hold,  let  me  confider  a  moment. 
Suppofe  I  was  to  fee  his  daughter,  perhaps  fome- 
thing  might  be  done  with  her.  \^Aftde.'\ 

Lizard.  Yes,  I  have  fet  my  heart  upon  the 
match. 

Torrid.  Well,  well,  let  me  fee  her  then. 

Lizard.  That  you  (hall  diredly.  I  don't 
think  I  told  you  me  is  head  teacher  at  Mrs. 
Monfoon's. 

Torrid.  Yes,  yes,  you  did. 

Lizard.  Come  along  then  ;  me's  below. 

Torrid.  How,  below  ?  then  there's  not  a  mo-* 
ment  to  be  loft. 

Lizard.  Juft  what  Jem  fays  when  he  takes  up 
his  hat  and  ftick  to  vifit  a  patient.  How  J  long 
to  have  the  families  united.  [Exit. 

Torrid,  (following  him,  jlops)  I  fee  that  thi* 
difcovery  has  cut  my  fon  to  the  heart ;  there  is 
but  one  refource  left  to  reconcile  him  and  defeat 
Lizard.  Yes,  I'll  confent  to  Henry's  marriage 
with  Rofa,  and  if  I  can  but  pacify  Lizard  till  it 

is 
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is  concluded,  or  bribe  his  daughter  to  affift  in  my 
fcheme,  my  character  and  fortune  may  yet  be 
fafe.  [Exit 

SCENE  IX.  Opens  to  a  magnificent  Drawing- 
Room  at  Mr.  Torrid' 's,  zvith  folding  Doors  in 
the  Centre. 

Enter  HENRY. 

Henry.  It  is  but  a  few  hours  iince  life  appeared 
to  me  as  a  gay  vifion  of  the  faireft  hue.  I  had 
from  nature  a  mind  open  to  enjoyment,  and  for- 
tune feemed  to  have  done  her  part ;  my  father's 
circumftances  were  affluent,  and  my  young  heart 
exulted  in  the  hope  of  raifing  her  I  lov'd,  from  a 
condition  of  dependence,  to  be  the  wife  of  my 
bofom,  the  partner  of  my  profperity.  My  ima- 
gination expanded  at  the  thought,  I  feem'd  to 
tread  the  air.  Alas,  how  chang'd,  how  fallen  1 
(Rofafmging  behind  the  fcenes).  'Tis  Rofa  !  the 
fweet  melody  of  her  voice  quite  overpowers  me. 

MajefHc  rofe  the  god  of  day 

In  yon  bright  burnifh'd  Iky, 
Old  Ocean  kindled  at  the  ray, 

And  heav'd  himfelf  on  high  : 
On  the  deck  Henry  flood, 

To  view  the  fwelling  tide, 

Ah — no — Henry — no  ! 
He  thought  not  of  th«  flood, 

"Twas  Rofa  by  his  fide. 

(Rofa 
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(Rofa  enters^  and  fmgs  the  fecondjlanza  on  the 


Now  foftly  funk  the  fetting  fun 

Beneath  his  wat'ry  bed, 
The  evening  watch  was  haflr'd  and  done, 

The  pilot  "  hung  his  head." 
On  the  deck  Rofa  ibid- 

To  view  the  waters  glide, 

Ah — no — Rofa — no ! 
Such  thought  ne'er  touch'd  the  maid, 

'Twas  Henry  by  her  fide. 

Rofa.  How  do  you  fhun  me,  Henry !  I  fhall  not 
be  long  here  to  importune  you. 

Henry.  I  thought  you  were  already  gone  to 
Mr..  Dorville's. 

Rofa.  Would  you  then  have  fuffered  me  to  go 
without  feeing  you  again  ?  Do  you  wifh  me 
gone  ? 

Henry.  I  do — yet  flay — before  you  leave  the 
houfe  let  me  entreat  your  pardon  for  what  pafled 
this  morning, 

Rofa.  My  pardon,  what  do  you  mean  ?  I^know 
and  feel  the  difparity  of  our  condition. 

Henry.  Difparity  indeed !   (icith  deep  concern.} 

Rofa.  You  are  in  affluence,  I  am  poor  and  de- 
pendant. 

Henry.  That  dependance  I  cannot  think  of 
without  fhame  and  horror  !  I  have  hitherto  for- 
borne to  prefs  you  with  unneceflary  queflions — 
but  your  mother — Do  you  remember  her  coming 
to  India?  Do  you  remember  her  fituation  ?  as  to 
fortune  I  mean  ? 

Rofa 
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Rofa.  I  was  too  young  to  have  any  recollec- 
tion of  it,  but  (he  once  told  me  that  the  heft  part 
of  her  uncle's  property  had  been  confided  to  your 
father,  and  loft  by  the  treachery  of  one  of  his 
agents.  I  never  preft  her  on  the  fubjecl,  as  flie 
fludioufly  concealed  from  me  every  particular  of 
her  life.  I  was  only  admitted  to  Ihare  her  tears, 
and  not  her  confidence. 

Henry.  Then  this  man's  ftory  is  confirmed  to 
the  full  extent. 

Rofa.  What  can  you  mean  ?  You  feem  agi- 
tated !  You  feem  unwell ! 

Henry.  I  am  indeed !  fick,  (ick  at  heart — do 
not  defpife  me  Rofa,  and  yet  I  deferve  it  at  your 
hands. 

Rofa.  You  Henry!  you  deferve  it!  at  my 
hands!  you,  from  whofe  generofity  I  have  found 
protection ! 

Henry.  Protection  ?  Do  you  call  it  protec- 
tion ?  Go  to  Mr.  Dorville's,  leave  this  houfe 
immediately,  every  being  here  is  tainted  with 
falfehood  and  dishonour. 

Rofa.  With  falfehood  and  difhonour  ? — You 
are  not  going  Henry  ?  you  are  not  going  to  leave 
me  without  fome  explanation  ? 

Henry.  You  (hall  hear  from  me,  Rola ;  I 
will  write  to  you ;  I  will  reveal  a  my  fiery  which 
involves  the  conduct  of  one,  whom  however  cul- 
pable, I  am  bound  to  revere.  I  am  unequal  to 
the  tale  of  horror;  it  (hall  be  difclofed  to  you 
by  letter.  Rofa !  Rofa !  you  will  learn  too  foon 
that  I  am  the  moft  unfortunate  of  human 
beings.  [Exit. 

Rofa.     Henry — ftay,  {lay,  I  entreat  of  you — 

you,  you  unfortunate  ?    what   then  am  I  ?  what 

then  is  Rofa?     Did   he    not   tell   me   to   go   to 

F  Mr. 
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Mr.  Dorvilie's,  to  leave  this  houfer  did  he  not 
fay  it  was  tainted  with  falfehood  and  dimonour  ? 
Yes  Henry,  I  underftand  you :  his  father  has  re- 
fufed  his  confent  to  our  marriage,  and  will  no 
longer  fuffer  me  to  remain  under  his  roofj  he 
{hall  be  obey'd ;  I  will  obtain  from  him  my  mo- 
ther's letter  to  Lady  Efther  Dorville,  and  then 
thefe  doors  are  clos'd  on  me  for  ever. 


£ND    OF    ACT    II. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.  A  Room  at  Mr.  TORRID'S, 

Enter  ROSA. 

Rofa.  Strange  that  I  can  ro  where  fee  Mr, 
Torrid,  to  afk  him  for  this  letter. 

SCENE  II.   Enter  SUSAN. 

Sufan.  Mr.  Torrid  !  did  you  wim  to  fee  Mr. 
Torrid,  Mifs  ?  he's  engag'd  at  prefent  with  my 
father  upon  fome  bufinefs  in  which  I  am  a  little 
interested — Qh,  that  muft  have  been  you  I  heard 
iinging,  Mifs — you  have  a  very  pretty  voice,  only 
you  fpeak  too  plain  when  you  ling — bleis  me,  I 
understood  every  word.  You  are  juft  come  from 
India,  I  hear,  and  you  knew  Mr.  Torrid  there, 
I  believe  ? 

Rofa.  Yes,  I  did. 

Sufan.  And  his  fon  too  ? 

Rofa.  I  came  over  in  the  fame  mip  with  him. 

Sufan.  I  am  told  that  he  is  a  very  perfonable 
young  man. 

Roja.  Yes,  yes,  he  is — but  why  do  you  en- 
quire ? 

Sufan.  I  proteft  that  I  am  glad  to  hear  it ! 
and  pray  Mifs,  and  if  I  may  take  the  liberty, 
what  age  is  he  ? 

Rofa.  About  five  and  twenty-— but  why  mould 
you  aik  ? 

Sufan.  Five  and  twenty  ! — I  am  glad  of  it ! 

Rofa.  Glad  of  it ! 

F  a  Sufan. 
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Sufan.  And  pray,  Mifs,  what  fort  of  a  man 
is  he  ?  is  he  tall  or  fhort — fair  or  brown  ? — 
What  fort  of  complexion  has  he  ?  What  is  the 
colour  of  his  hair  ? 

Rofa.  I  don't  know  !  I  can't  tell !  (what  does 
the  woman  mean  by  thefe  queftions,  furely  (he 
has  fome  defign  on  Henry  J  \ajide. 

fiv fan.  Oh  !  you'll  excufe  me,  MJfs— but  I 
fee  you  was  not  brought  up  at  Mrs.  Monfoon's — 
why,  there's  not  one  of  our  young  ladies  but 
would  have  anfwer'd  all  thefe  queftions,  and 
look'd  him  over,  as  we  call  it,  in  five  minutes 
converfation  with  him. 

Rofa.  Yes,  yes,  flie  has  certainly  fome  defign 
on  him.  What  a  fright  me  is  ! 

SCENE  III.    Enter  LIZARD,   followed  by  the 
Servant. 

Servant.  I  told  you,  Sir,  my  mafter  was  not 
here  ! 

Lizard.  But  the  young  lady  is,  Sir — the  very 
perfon  I  wifhed  to  fee ;  give  me  leave  to  intro- 
duce my  daughter,  Mifs— What !  fhe  has  intro- 
duced herfclt — brought  her  here  at  the  requeft  of 
the  Nabob— Here  he  is,  Suzy,  coming  to  make 
propofals  for  his  fon  ! 

Rofa.  Propofals  for  his  fon  ? 

Lizard.  Yes,  for  his  fon  to  marry  my  daughter  j 
they  were  contracted  to  each  other  in  the  cradle. 

Rofa.  I'll  not  believe  it  !  yet  how  ftrange  was 
Henry's  conduct !  can  this  be  the  myfrery  he 
talk'dof? 

Lizard.  Here  comes  Mr.  Torrid,  you  may  afk 
him ;  'gad,  here's  a  little  attachment  which  may 
ftand  in  our  way. 

Rofa, 
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Rofa.  I  have  no  right  to  afk  ! 

Lizard.  I  dare  fay  Suzy  will  have  no  objection 
to  your  flaying  !  eh  Suian  !  what,  the  young 
Nabob  has  been  laying  a  few  foft  things;  and 
yet  when  he  knew  of  his  engagement  to  my 
daughter,  that  was  not  quite  fo  honourable.  You 
look  unwell. 

Rofa.  I  am  lately  returned  from  India — its  the 
mere  change  of  air — your  arm  if  you  pleafe? 

Lizard.  To  be  fure — to  be  line,  how  lucky 
my  ion  the  doctor  is  coming — he  is  very  great 
on  airs — I  expect  him  here  in  the  courfe  of  the 
day,  and  my  fon  Jack,  you'll  be  delighted  with 
Jack  ;  fuch  a  companion,  J  have  a  parcel  of  his 
impromptues  in  my  pocket,  (talking  as  he  leads 
her  out.}  [Exeunt  Lizard  and  Rofa. 

Sufan.  Poor  thing,  {contemptiwujly} .  But  here 
comes  the  old  gentleman,  how  (hall  I  receive 
him,  the  pathetic,  or  didactic ;  both  by  all  means. 
I'll  firft  overpower  him  by  civility,  and  then  I'll 
aftonim  him  by  erudition. 

SCENE  IV.  Enter  Mr.  TORRID. 

Torrid.  Mifs  Sufannah  Lizard---!  prefume— 

Sufan.  The  fame,  Sir— at  your  fervice — pray 
be  feated,  Sir.  Be  feated.  {they  boic  with  great 
ceremony.) 

Torrid.  I  am  come  on  a  bufinefs  in  which  my 
ion's  happinefs  is  materially  interefted. 

Sufan.  Not  more  than  mine,  Sir-— I  allure  you, 

Torrid.  You  are  head  teacher  at  Mrs.  Mon- 
foon's  boarding  fchool  I  think— 

Sufaji.  Family,  Sir— if  you  pleafe— -I  fee  he's 
ignorant,  and  I'll  aftonifli  him.  (ajlde.) 

Torrid.  I  beg  pardon— -Family  is  it  r---A  very 

ftibordinate 
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fubordinate  flation  for  a  peribn  of  your  talents 
and  accompliihments. 

Xufan.  I  think  I  have  heard  my  father  fay — 
that  your  early  habits  were  literary ---they  like" 
one  fhould  obierve  thefe  things,  (afidt] 

Torrid.  She  knows  the  whole  ftory  of  old 
plagiary,  I  fee.  (ajide)  Yes,  Ma'am,  yes. 

Siifan.  That  you  were  brother  ftudents-— 

Torrid.  Brother  ftudents- —Yes,  Ma'am,  yes, 
we  were  together  in  his  office — but  permit  me 
to  fay — that  this  lituatkm  of  your's,  at  Mrs. 
Monfoon's — is  a  very  fubordinate  one  for  a  peribn 
of  fuch  tafte  and  accompliiliments. 

Sufan.  This  compliment  to  his  literature  has 
quite  captivated  him,  and  now  I'll  aftonifh  him  by 
my  erudition,  (afide)  Ah,  Sir,  the  moderns  do  not 
hold  us  pedagogues  in  the  fame  degree  of  efti- 
mation  as  the  ancients  did— I  dare  fay  you  are 
intimately  acquainted  with  thofe  illuftrious  phi- 
lofophers  who  taught  in  the  fchools  of  anti- 
quity. 

Torrid.  Why,  Ma'am,  I  can't  charge  my  me- 
mory with  a  very  accurate  recollection — 

Safari.  I  mean,  Sir,  with  Socrates,  Plato,  and 
Ariftotle — or,  the  more  modern,  Plutarch,  Epic- 
tetus,  Suetonius,  Quintilian — or,  perhaps,  your 
refearches  are  ftill  more  recent  ? 

Torrid.  Ma'am! 

Sufan.  Bufby,  Bentley,  Milton,  Watts,  John- 
fon 

Torrid.  Zounds,  I  (hall  never  recover  my  ears 
again.  I  was  only  about  to  fay,  Ma'am,  when 
thefe  gentlemen  interrupted  us,  that  though  the 
ftation  is  honourable,  yet  it  is  beneath  a  perfon 
of  your  tafte  and  fcience  :  if,  therefore,  I  could 

be 
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be  the  means  of  extricating  you,  I  mould  render 
a  fervice  to  the  caufe  of  literature. 

Sufan.  Oh,  Sir  !  I  fee  he  is  quite  captivated. 
(a/hie.; 

Torrid.  As  for  this  marriage,    I  am   forry  to 
fay  that  it  cannot  take  place. 
Sufan.  How,  Sir? 

Torrid.  Yes,  Ma'am,  there   is,   unfortunately, 
unfortunately,  I  fay,  for  you  feem  made  for  each 
other,  an  inoperable  obftacle  to  the  marriage  be- 
tween Henry  and  yourlelf — 
Sufan.  An  infuperable  obftacle  ! 
Torrid.  Yes,  Ma'am,  my  fon  cannot  have  the 
honour  of  your  hand,  fince,  between  ourfelves,  he 
is  married  already. 

Sufan.  Married  already? — then  there's  an  end 
of  our  whole  fcheme.  (ajide). 

Torrid.  Yes,  to  the  young  lady  from  India. 
A  match  contracted  without  my  privity,  and 
certainly  to  my  mortification,  now  that  I  fee 
the  opportunity  he  has  loft — but  if  you'll  con- 
fent  to  a  little  proportion — 

Sufan.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 
Torrid.  Nothing  improper,  Ma'am! !!  nothing 
but  what  any  of  thefe  gentlemen  of  your  ac- 
quaintance might  have  propofed  :  it  is  of  import- 
ance that  this  marriage  Pnould  be  kept  iecret 
from  your  father,  and  if  you  would  contrive  that 
the  rejection  mould  proceed  from  you— - 

Suj'an.  But  how  can  the  rejection  come  from- 
me  ? 

Torrid.  Nothing  eafier,  we  have  only  to  tranf- 

fer  the  objection  from  his  fide   to  your's.     Sup- 

pofe    you   were    to    fay,    that    you    are   married 

already :    my  fon    married    without    his   father's 
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confent  or  knowledge,  and  you  may  be  married 
without  your's. 

Sufan.  I  marry !  without  my  father's  confent  ! 
I,  head  teacher  at  Mrs.  Monfoon's  !— -I — that  the 
morals  of  the  riling  generation — I,  whofe  poverty 
never  led  me  even  in  thought  to  array  from  the 
paths  of  virtue.  I  marry  ! 

Torrid.  I  don't  mean  that  you  mould  actually 
marry — I  only  want  you  to  fay,  that  you  are  mar- 
ried, and  I  have  a  little  note  here  juft  preiented 
to  me  by  my  Steward,  a  note  of  Mr.  Dorville's 

Sufan.  A  note  of  Mr.  Dorviile's  ! 

Torrid.  Yes,  for  five  hundred  pounds. 

Sufan.  For  five  hundred  pounds  ! — to  be  fure, 
Sir,  I  mould  be  very  forry  that  the  young  gentle- 
man was  put  to  any  inconvenience  on  my  account. 

Torrid.  I  am  fure  you  would  (gives  the  note.) 
I  am  fure  you  would— Here  is  Henry,  and  if  we 
could  fee  your  father,  your  rejection  might  be 
given  direclily. 

Sufan.  He's  in  the  next  room—if  you'll  follow 
me  there,  I  fhall  have  a  few  minutes  to  compote 
myfelf.  And  to  confult  with  my  father  on  our  befl 
mode  of  proceeding,  (ajide)  [Exit  Sufan. 

Torrid.  This  ftory  of  Henry's  mamage  with 
Rofa  was  a  lucky  invention,  and  backed  with  the 
five  hundred  pounds  muft  be  fuccefsful---to  be 
fure  money  does  get  a  man  into  fcrapes,  but  then 
its  the  very  beft  fpecific  to  get  him  out  again. 

SCENE  V.    Enter  HENRY. 

Henry.    Well,    Sir,    xvhere  have    you    been  ? 
•what  fays  this  man  ? 
1     Torrid.  His  terms  are  monflrous ! 

Henri/. 
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Henry.    So  I  fuppos'd — 

Torrid.  To  fatisfy  him  with  money  is  impofTible. 
He  has  made  a  propofition  of  another  kind. 

Henry.  Will  it  be  effectual  ? 

Torrid.  Yes  yes  !   effectual  enough. 

Henry.  Name  it,  Sir;  name  it. 

Torrid.  It  concerns  yourielf. 

Henry.  Concerns  me  ! 

Torrid.  But  the  facrifice  is  too  great. 

Henry.  No  facrifice  can  be  too  great,  confident 
with  honour. 

.    Torrid.  Oh,  this   is  perfectly  honourable  ;  he 
only  requires  that  you  mould  marry  his  daughter. 

Henry.  I  marry  his  daughter  !  does  he  think 
me  mad  ? 

Torrid.  I  have  feen  the  girl — nay  more,  I  have 
promis'd  that  you  (hail  make  a  declaration  to 
her. 

Henry.  How  ? 

Torrid.  Lizard  is  now  expecting  us  in  the  next 
room. 

Henry.  You  cannot  fuppofe,  Sir- 

Torrid.  I  have  given  her  a  note  for  five  hun- 
dred pounds  to  fay  that  fhe  is  married  already. 

Henry.  Well! 

Torrid.  So  that  you  may  make  the  offer  in 
fecurity,  and  if  the  rejection  proceeds  from  her, 
Lizard  can  have  no  right  to  complain  of  us. 

Henry.  There  is  a  coarfenefs  in  the  proceeding. 
No,  Sir,  I  cannot  fubmit  to  it. 

Torrid.  Not  fubmit  to  it!  when  your  father's 
character  is  at  flake  !  when  I  am  ready  to  make 
every  facrifice  for  you  ! 

Henry.     How  ? 

Torrid.  By  confenting  to  your  marriage  with 
Rofa,  when  I  might  have  fecured  an  alliance 
with  fome  family  of  diftinction. 
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Henry.  I  !  I  triarrv  Rofa !  every  fentimenl:  of 
juilice  and  propriety  revolts  at  the  idea ;  my  mar- 
riage whn  her  is  irnpoiiibie. 

'Torrid.  You  are  not  ferious.  Impoffible? 
your  marriage  with  her  irnpoffibie?  When  I  re- 
fus'd  my  confent,  you  could  not  live  without 
her  j  and  now  that  it  mav  be  the  means  of  pre- 
ferving  my  character,  you  tell  me  it's  impoffible ; 
nay  you  refute  to  dclcencl  from  your  romance  ib 
far,  as  to  make  an  oifer  to  Lizard's  daughter, 
though  I  have  told  you 

Henry.  No,  Sir ;  I  will  make  that  offer,  on 
one  condition. 

Torrid.     What  is  it? 

Henry.    That  you  make  reftitution  to  Rofe. 

Torrid.     Reftitution  ? — well,  well ;  I  will. 

]Icnr\i.     Ample  and  immediate  ? 

Torrid.  Yes,  yes,  on  the  day  of  your  mar* 
riage. 

7/e/zrj,'. '  Again,  Sir,  do  you  talk  of  my  mar- 
i  iage  ? 

Torrid.  Why,  you  talk'd  of  nothing  elfe 
yourk-lf  an  hour  ago  ? — Well,  well,  it  mall 
be  as  you  pleaic.  I  fee  that  I  have  loil  your 
affections  ? 

Henri/.  No,  Sir—you  are-  dill  my  father ;  I 
beg  your  pardon  :  I  am  every  way  unfortunate ; 
it  ftiould  be  my  duty  to  foften,  not  to  aggravate, 
ihe  horrors  of  your  fituation.  Where  is  this  man's 
daughter  r  Come,  Sir,  I  will  make  the  offer. 
I  ihall  have  at  lead  the  confolation  of  reflecting, 
that  I  have  made  forne  facrifke  for  the  fecurity-of 
your  happinefs,  though  my  own  is  forfeited  for 
ever.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  VI.    A  Drawing  Room,   ivlth  folding 

Doors  at  the  Back  of  the  Stage. 
Enter    LIZARD,  following    ROSA. 

Lizard.  Juft  let  me  read  you  again  that  im- 
prompti.-  of  my  fon  Jack's — Why,  you  don't 
liften.  Well,  well,  here  comes  my  daughter; 
you  may  now  learn  from  her  the  refult  of  the  in- 
terview— and  the  Nabob  and  his  fon — both  com- 
ing— I  told  you  fo — there,  your  Henry  !  as  you 
ftile  him — Will  you  believe  your  own  eyes  ? 

Rofa.  No— I  will  not. — Yes,  he  is  indeed 
coming.  I  dare  not  meet  him,  all  my  beaded  re- 
folution  would  fink  to  nothing;  I  feel  it  would. 

Lizard.  'Gad  I  begin  to  think  {he  would  be 
as  well  out  of  the  way,  (lie's  a  dangerous  tort  of 
a  perfonage  (ajide}.  What,  you  vviih  to  avoid 
him.  I  admire  your  fpirit.  In  that  room  you 
may  conceal  yourfelf  till  he  is  gone. 

Rofa.     Why  mould  I  conceal  myfelf  ? 

Lizard.  There  is  no  other  way  out  of  the 
room,  unlefs  you  chute  to  meet  him. 
-  Rofa.  Can  it  be  true  ?  as  this  man  fays  ;  is  he 
indeed  come  with  iuch  a.  purpofe  ?  IVLcet  him  ? 
Oh  no  !  If  it  be  fo,  hide  me  from  Henry,  from 
the  world,  from  myfelf.  (goes  ititlitn  the  doors.} 

SCENE  VII.     £/2/«?r  SUSAN. 

Sufan.  They  are  coming,  Sir,  they  are  com- 
ing, but  our  whole  plan  is  defeated. 

Lizard.  Defeated  !  how  ?  fpcak  foftly.  (takes 
her  from  the  door  ichere  ttofa  J.y."1 

Sufan.  Mr.  TorricTs  fon  is  already  married  to 
the  young  girl  from  India. 

Lizard.  •  What  ? 

Sufan.     He  has  juft  toid  me  of  it. 
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Lizard.  Impoflible  !  he  never  hinted  fucli  a 
thing  this  morning. 

Sufan.  He  has  given  me  a  note  of  Mr.  Dor- 
ville's  for  five  hundred  pounds,  to  fay  that  I  am 
married,  that  the  objection  may  appear  to  you  to 
be  on  my  fide. 

Li^'ird.  A  note  of  Mr.  Dorville's  for  five 
hundred  pounds,  (takes  it]  to  fay  that  you  are 
married,  that  the  objection  may  appear  to  me  to 
be  on  your  fide.  Nay,  then,  I  fee  through  the 
defign  j  this  marriage  of  his  fon  is  a  mere  pre- 
tence— fo,  fo,  does  he  play  me  falie — and  what 
faid  you  ? 

Sufan.  I  promifed ,  and  he  is  now  coming  to 
make  the  offer. 

Lizard.  Is  he  ?  the  very  thing  I  could  have 
wifli'd.  Rofa  is  in  that  room  j  there's  no  way  out ; 
fhe  can't  elcape;  and  if  you  but  make  him  fpeak 
loud  enough,  in  fpite  of  herfelf  fhe  will  hear  every 
word  he  fays — So,  Mr.  Nabob,  plot  and  counter- 
plot ;  here  they  are  (/peaks  to  Sufan.} 

Sufan.  But  you  may  as  well  give  me  the  note, 
Sir. 

Lizard.  Oh  fye,  fye — never  mind — oh  fye. 
(jwckets  the  note.) 

SCENE  VIII. 
Enter  TORRID  and  HENRY. 

Henry.  \  am  aQiamed  of  the  part  I  have  un- 
dertaken. 

Torrid.  (pufl&ng  Henry)  Hum,  hufh— Madam, 
my  Ion. 

Henry.  The  embarraffment,  Madam — under, 
which — 1  fay,  Madam — the  embarraffment — you 
fee  I  am  embar railed,  Madam. 

Sufan. 
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Sufan.    Not  more  than  I  am,  Sir,  I  allure  you. 

Henry,  (after  Torrid  has  jmWd  him)  I  truft, 
Madam,  after  what  has  paffed  between  you  and 
my  father,  that  this  embarrafiment  is  not  mifin- 
terpreted  by  you.  (Torrid  pulls  him.) 

Torrid.    What  are  you  about  ? 

Henry.  That  is,  I  mean,  Madam,  that  you 
are  convinced  of  the  force  of  my  attachment, 
which  thus  — 

Sufan.  I  am,  Sir  ;  and,  if  the  fympathics  of  a 
mutual  paflion  — 

Henry,  (rijing)  How  !  (turns  round,  and 
meets  Lizard]  confufion  ! 

Lizard,  (to  him]  What  an  elegant  creature 
(he  is. 

(Henri/  turns  from  him,  and  meets  Safari} 

Sufan.     If  the  fenfibilities  of  a   heart    trem- 
blingly alive  — 
(Henry  turns  from  Sufan,  and  meets  Lizard.} 

Lizard.     Ail  nerve. 
(Henry  turns  again  from    Lizard,    and    meets 


Sufan.    If  the  idea  of  a  rival  — 
(Henry  turns  from  Sufan,  and  meets  Lizard  ; 

again  turns  from  Lizard,  and  is  met  by  Sufan; 

and,  in  order  to  get  away,  rujhes  to  the  fold-. 

ing   doors,    which     he    opens,    and   difcovers 

Rofa.) 

Rofa.  You  have  no  rival  ;  he  is  releas'd  !  Rofa 
herfelf  releafes  him  from  every  tie  of  honour,  of 
love.  Mr.  Torrid,  why,  why  will  you  not  give 
me  this  letter  to  Lady  Dorville;  alas,  it  is  now 
my  only  dependance.  Am  I  detained  to  be  pub- 
licly intuited? 

Henry.  Hear  me,  Rofa;  I  entreat  you,  hear 
me.  : 

Rofa 
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Rofa.  No,  Sir,  I  have  already  heard  too 'much. 
I  can  now  refign  my  pretenfions  without  regret. 
1  am  undeceived,  and  glad  of  it  ;  I  would  fay  fo 
coldly,  coldly  as  you  have  done,  but  there's  a 
fomething  here,  here  at  my  heart,  which  will  not 
fuffer  me;  dillimulation  is  new  to  me.  Ah, 
Henry,  Henry,  it  is  the  only  leflbn  I  ever  learnt 
from  you  with  difficulty.  [Exit. 

Henry.  Stay,  I  conjure  you,  Rofa,  flay.  (fol» 
lowing  her.} 

Lizard.  Follow  her,  Sufan-- -follow  her  directly 
— they  muft  he  kept  apart  at  any  rate — (afide,  to 
Sufan}  [Exit  Sufan.}— What  does  fhe  mean  by 
this  letter  to  Lady  Dorviile  r 

Torrid.  A  letter  of  introduction  from  her 
mother. 

Lizard.  Tfliaw,  only  a  letter  of  introduction; 
what's  a  letter  of  introduction  ?  I  know  what  a 
letter  of  introduction  is,  they'll  alk  her  to  dinner 
once,  and  never  fee  her  face  afterwards. 

Torrid.     But  fhe  has  further  claims. 

Lizard     What  claims  ? 

Torrid.    Claims  of  a  nature-— 

Lizard.     What  nature  ?  I'll  go  and  afk  her. 

Torrid.  Stay,  flay  !  She  is  ignorant  of  them 
herfelf,  but  they  are  explained  in  this  letter. 

Lizard.  Claims  of  which  fhe  is  ignorant. 
'Pfhaw,  this  is  a  mere  trick,  evafion ;  there  is  no 
fuch  letter. 

Torrid.    No  fuch  letter— here  it  is  (Giving  it.) 

Lizard.    Let  me  fee  it— (Takes  the  letter.} 

Torrid.  I  am  as  unwilling  to  have  it  deliver'd 
as  you  can  be ;  it  may  lead  to  the  difcovery  of  a 
fecret. 

•   Lizard.     What,   of  our  fecret  ?     This   letter 
mull  not  be  deliver'd. 

Torrid. 
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'     Torritt.     Not  deliver'd  !  But  my  ion  infills— 

Lizard.  Your  Ton  infift  ?  then  Til  impound 
the  letter,  to  relieve  you  from  any  further  diffi- 
culty. 

Torrid.  Impound  the  letter  ?  What  are  you 
about  ? 

Lizard.  It's  juft  as  fnug  in  my  pocket  as  in 
yours.  Hum,  hum,  here  he  is.  (Henry  re- 
turns.} 

,  Henry.  She  is  gone,  and  will  not  hear  me. 
What  does  (lie  mean,  Sir,  by  her  enquiry  for  this 
letter  to  Lady  Either  Dorville;  have  you  not 
given  it  ? 

Lizard.  Its  miflaid,  loft.  (Goes  to  the  fide 
fcene.) 

Henry.    How  ?  impoflible  ! 

Torrid.  Well,  well,  it  (hall  be  delivered, 
when  you  are  married. 

Henry.  I  fee  while  that  is  pofTible,  all  efforts 
to  make  her  reftitution  will  be  fruitlefs. 

Lizard.  Sufan  has  overtaken  her,  and  all  is 
fafe.  (Looking  out]  What  the  devil  are  they 
whifpenng  about,  (ajide]  Reilitution !  why, 
what  do  you  mean  ? 

-  Torrid,    (to  Lizard]    He   knows   not  what  he 
means.    ( To  Henry]  What  are  you  about  ?  you 
forget  that  this  man  muft  be  pacified. 

Henry.  Make  but  the  reftitution  you  pro- 
mis'd,  and  he  (hall  be  pacified. 

Torrid.     How  ? 
v   Henry.    I  will  pacify  him. 

Torrid.    But  how  ? 

Henry.  Leave  that  to  me. 

•  Lizard.    You   don't   fuppofs  that  I  am  fool 
enough  to 

Torrid.  You  fee — you  fee — (to  Henry.) 
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Henry.  Leave  us  together,  and  I'll  undertake  for 
the  refult. 

Torrid.  Well,  well,  I  am  gone  j  but  remember 
he  has  me  in  his  power. 

Henry.  I  do,  I  do.  [Exit  Torrid. 

Lizard.  Reflitution  !  and  clo  you  fuppofe, 
young  Sir,  that  I  am  the  dupe  of  this  magnani- 
mous reftitution  ? 

Henry.  I  don't  underftand  you,  Sir. 

Liard.  No,  no ;  the  artifice  is  too  mallow  to 
pafs  on  me;  what,  the  father  is  to  make  reftitution 
to  Rofa,  and  the  ion  is  to  make  Rofa  his  wife. 

Henry  You  are  miftaken,  Sir;  I  never  can 
make  Rofa  my  wife ;  it  is  a  vifion  of  happinefs 
which  once  indeed — but  now — 

Lizard.  What,  you  are  detected  !  but  harkye, 
$ir,  you  have  publickly  declared  yourfelf  to  my 
daughter  ;  you  have  publickly  made  an  offer  of 
your  hand  ;  you  ihall  either  marry  her  or  anfwer  it 
in  a  court  of  law;  you  (hall  have  a  little  converfa- 
tion  with  John  Doe  and  Richard  Roe  on  the  fub- 
ject ;  the  whole  ftory  (hall  be  told  ;  the  notable 
plot  of  .the  father  and  fon  on  the  property  of  one 
woman,  and  on  the  afTeftions  of  another.  I  leave 
you  to  your  option.  Oh  that  my  fon  Jack  was  called 
to  the  bar,  how  eloquent  would  he  be  on  fuch  a 
fu bj eft  !  Once  more  I  give  you  your  option  ;  if 
you  marry  my  daughter  your  father's  honour  is 
prefcrv'd,  but  if  you  refufe  after  what  has  patfed — 

Henry.  Well,  well — I  know  that  you  have  tied 
me  to  the  flake ;  I  have  no  option,  no  alternative  j 
I  have  renounced  Rofa,  publickly  infulted  her;  do 
with  'me  as  you  pleafe  :  I  have  pledged  myfelf  to 
fecure-  your  iecrecy,  and  I  will  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Lizard.  Now  you  are  talking  rationally;  let  me 

but  have  it  under  }\)ur  hand 

Henry. 
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Henry.  Under  my  hand. 

Lizard.  Yes,  there's  fuch  {lability  in  pen  and 
ink ;  a  man's  fignature  is  fuch  a  refremer  to  his  me- 
mory, as  Jack  fays. 

Henry.  Well,  well,  lead  on,  Sir,  you  have 
caught  me  in  your  toils,  and  I'll  not  flinch  !  Yes, 
Rofa  (hall  have  juftice,  whatever  be  the  facri- 
fice.  {Exeunt. 


END  OF  ACT  III. 
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ACT  .IV. 

SCENE  I.— The  Garden  at  Mr. 

, 

Enter  Sir  HARRY,  follozved  by  JACK  LIZARD. 

Jack  Liz.  Is  it  poffible,  Sir  Harry,  that  you 
can  refufe  me  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Have-a-care,  Jack,  have-a-care — 
you  are  growing  chatty,  and  that  you  know  I  can't 
endure. 

Jack  Liz.  'Sdeath,  would  not  any  man  be 
chatty  with  a  pack  of,  bailiffs  at  his  heels  ? 

Sir  Harry.  It  has  been  the  fate  of  many  a 
great  man,  Jack. 

Jack  Liz.  A  great  man  can  afford  it;  when  a 
great  man  is  arrefted,  people  only  fay  that  he  is 
gone  to  his  villa;  its  not  the  arreft  I  care  for,  but 
the  fum,  a  paltry  five  hundred. 

Sir  Harry.  Five  hundred,  paltry !  why  its  the 
price  of  my  horfe  Dancer. 

Jack  Liz.  As  you  fold  him  yeflerday,  you  muft 
have  the  cafh  about  you. 

Sir  Harry.  That  money  is  facred,  you  know  it 
is. — What,  would  you  have  me  defraud  my  dud 
of  its  complement. — You  fee,  Jack,  you  fee — 
the  moment  you  begin  to  talk,  you  are  irrational. 
Why  you  are  as  bad  as  a  wit,  your  wits  are  always 
poor  and  chatty;  but  however  I'll  tell  you  what, 
though  I  can't  give  you  the  money,  I'll  do  as  well, 
I'll 'give  you  a  piece  of  advice — there's  no  caption 
yet — eh!  they  have  not  dubb'd  you  (tapping 
him  over  thcjhoidder.) 

Jack 
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Jack  Liz.  No,  but  they  are  in  full  cry. 

Sir  Harry.  Change  your  county  then  directly, 
that's  the  way — change  your  county,  and  you 
are  fafe — the  writ  won't  run  into  the  next. — 
Why  there's  Sam  Splafh  has  a  hunting-box  for 
the  purpofe,  ftands  on  two  counties,  and  he  only 
tells  his  fervant,  if  the  meriff  of  Middlefex 
calls,  (hew  him  into  Surryj  if  the-  fheriff  of 
Surry  calls,  (hew  him  into  Middlefex;  or,  if 
you  like  it  better,  fpeak  to  Mr.  Dorville,  lending 
is  his  pafiion — he  has  no  other  ufe  for  his  money. 

Jack  Liz.  Mr.  Dorville  is  a  ftranger  to  me; 
how  can  I  expect  a  ftranger  to  lend  me  money, 
when  my  friend  refufes  me  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Becaufe  he  is  a  ftranger  Jack  ! 
upon  my  foul  you  muft  hold  your  tongue,  or 
elfe  you'll  lofe  your  character;  you  may  lend 
money  to  a  ftranger,  but  never  to  a  friend;  the 
odds  are,  that  a  ftranger  pays,  or  elfe  you  lay  him 
by  the  heels;  but  againft  a  friend  a  man  has  no 
remedy,  and  your  friend  never  pays  you  a  fix- 
pence — if  you  was  a  ftranger  Jack  !  I  would  lend 
you  the  money  myfelf,  but  as  you  are  my  friend, 
the  thing's  impoffible,  quite  out  of  the  queftion. 

[Exit. 

Jack  Liz.  {calling  after  him)  Well,  but  treat 
me  as  a  ftranger  then,  no  ceremony. 

SCENE  II. — Enter  LIZARD, 

Lizard.  Here  Jack,  here  my  boy — here  it  is, 

a  promife  under  his  hand,  under  the  hand  of  the 

young  Nabob,  to  marry  Sufan — fo  much  for  her ! 

and  now  for  yourfelf — if  you  can  but  fee    the 

H  2  heireis, 


52  THE  SECRET; 

heirefs,  fuccefs  is  certain]  I  have  now  proofs  of 
the  Nabob's  falfehood,  to  confirm  our  (lory. 
Jack  Liz.  Proofs !   Have  you  really  proofs  ? 
Lizard.  A  letter  which  he  brought  from  her 
mother  to  Lady  Efther  Dorville;  he  confefled  to 
me  that  it  contained  the  whole  of  her  ftory,  and 
that  he  meant  to  fupprefs  it  on  that  account. 
Jack  Liz.  How? 

Lizard.  I  threaten'd  the  fon  with  a  difcovery, 
and  to  bribe  me  to  fecrecy,  he  gave  the  promife 
to  Sufan— I  threatened  the  father  with  a  difcovery, 
and  to  bribe  me  to  fecrecy,  he  gave  me  up  the 
letter. 

Jack  Liz.  Then  'twas  a  combination  between 
the  father  and  fon  to  cheat  the  girl  ? 

Lizard.  I  told  you  fo  this  morning,  but  you 
would  not  believe  me. 

Jack  Liz.    'Sdeath,    how  unlucky  to  ha.ve    a 
bailiff  at  my  heels  at  this  moment. 
Lizard.  A  bailiff! 

Jack  Liz.  Yes,  to  lofe  all  rny  hopes  of  an 
Indian  heirefs  for  a  paltry  five  hundred  pounds ! 

Lizard.  Pfhavv,  this  is  your  extravagance — 
your  houfes,  horfes,  and  carriages;  why  will  you 
live  at  fuch  an  expence  ? 

Jack  Liz.  Expence !  why  my  houfes,  horfes, 
and  carriages,  are  not  expences,  they  are  my  ways, 
and  means — I  hire  a  cottage  for  20  guineas,  fit  it 
up  as  a  hunting-box,  and  let  it  for  four-fcore — I 
buy  a  horfe  for  ten  pounds,  pace  him  in  the  park, 
after  a  iummer's  run,  and  fell  him  fora  hundred. 
The  fums  which  they  refufe  to  my  neceffities,  they 
will  give  freely  to  gratify  their  own  caprice — If  I 
was  in  London,  I  could  raife  the  money  with  eafe 
by  the  fale  of  my  curricle  and  blacks. 

i  Lizard. 
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Lizard.  Five 'hundred  pounds !  Can't  you  bor- 
row it  from  Sir  Harry,  Jack  ? 

Jack  Liz.  Not  a  fixpence ;  I  have  juft  aik'd 
him,  and  he'll  not  advance  a  fixpence. 

Lizard.  Why  then  I'll  advance  it — I'll  give  the 
bailiff  Dorville's  note  (ajide.} 

Jack  Liz.    You— -you    advance    it — my    dear 
father,  why  you  are  not  lerious — its  five  hu; 
pounds — how  the  devil  can  you  raife  five  hundred 
pounds  ? 

Lizard.  No  matter,  watch  you  for  the  heirefs, 
and  leave  the  reft  to  me — are  you  fure  he  is  a 
bailiff?  do  you  know  him? 

Jack  Liz.  Know  him !  1  have  an  inftlncl  on 
thefe  occaiions  which  is  infallible — why  he  has  an 
apartment  in  Curfitor-ftreet  which  he  calls  mine — 
a  pretty  rural  fituation,  commands  a  fine  view  of 
Staples-Inn — but  how  the  devil  aime  you  by  the 
five  hundred  pounds  ? 

Lizard.  It  was  intended  for  the  doctor  and  the 
architect;  but  you  never  think  of  them;  with  all 
your  opportunities  never  once  recommend  them, 
never  once  quote  Jem's  book,  or  Jerry's  plan1-;. 
.  Jack  Liz.  Huih,  my  dear  father,  huih — when 
I  am  married  to  the  heirefs,  Jerry  ihail  build  me 
a  temple  to  H/geia  in  my  grounds,  and  tho, doc- 
tor's book  fhaii  be  engrav'd  on  the  walls  in  letters 
of  gold — eh!  zounds,  here  is  my  friend  irom 
Gurfitor-flreet — feme  people  complain  of  the  law's 
delay;  for  my  part  I  have  always  found  it  treading 
on  my  heels.  [Exfttnf,  onpojitc  fides. 
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SCENE  III.— Before  Mr.  Dorville' slloufe. 
Enter  Mr.  DORVILLE  and  the  STEWARD. 

Mr.  Dorville.  It  is  but  five  hundred  pounds. 

Steward.  The  houfe  will  be  filled  with  creditors 
in  the  courfe  of  an  hour,  Sir;  your  inability  to. 
pay  this  note  will  be  the  fignal  of  alarm  to  them 
all — you  have  forgiven  fome  of  the  tenants  their 
rent,  you  have  contented  to  the  delay  of  others, 
and  I  don't  know  a  creature  to  whom  I  can  apply. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Apply  to  them !  to  the  tenants ! 

Steward.  Apply  to  the  tenants!  It  goes  to  my 
heart  to  fee  your  honour  thus  their  dupe. 

Mr.  Dorville.  I  am  not  their  dupe! — Is  not 
my  whole  eftate  one  unvaried  fcene  of  domeftic 
felicity?  do  they  not  love  me  as  their  father? 
Here  is  Lizard's  daughter,  I'll  fpeak  to  her;  furely 
he  will  wait  a  few  hours. 

Steward.  Not  an  inftant,  Sir;  he  told  me  that 
he  fhould  pay  away  the  note.  But  I'll  lee  my  lady, 
and  wait  your  further  orders.  \Extt. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Who  is  this  young  ftranger  with 
her  in  tears — hold,  hold — I  may  intrude  officioufiy. 

SCENE  IV.     Enter  ROSA,  followed  by  SUSAN. 

Rofa.  Leave  me,  I  befeech  you  leave  me. 

Sufan.  Nay,  Mifb,  to  be  fure,  its  very  provo- 
king to  be  crofs'd  in  one's  firft  love,  but  it  is 
what  happens  to  moft  of  us,  for  all  that, 

liofa.  What'!  what!  will  become  of  me! — 
to  return  to  Mr.  Torrid's  is  impomble. 

Su/an.  Why,  Mifs,  I  have  been  thinking  that, 
as  you  will  be  out  of  employment,  when  I  am 

mar- 
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married  to  young  Mr.  Torrid,  you  know  there 
will  be  a  vacancy  at  the  fchool,  now  I  will  fpeak 
to  Mrs.  Monfoon  about  you ;  to  be  fure  you 
will  be  rather  aukward  at  firft ;  but  as  you  will 
take  lefs  falary  on  that  account,  I  dare  fay  Mrs. 
Monfoon  would  not  object,  though  I  don't 
know  what  you  would  do  for  a  character,  Qie  is 
very  particular  about  the  character  of  her  teachers-; 
have  you  no  letters  to  your  family  ?  your  friends  ? 

Rofa.  I  have  no  family.  No  friends.  I  was,  from 
my  infancy,  the  child  of  forrow ;  bred  up  in  fe- 
crefy  and  iblitude  ;  my  mother  lov'd  me,  tenderly 
lov'd  me,  and  yet  at  times,  when  melting  into 
foftnefs,  her  countenance  would  fuddenly  change, 
her  looks  become  ftern,  refentful,  and  poor  Rofa 
funk  to  the  ground  unheeded:  I  feem'd  at  once 
her  pride  and  fhame,  her  joy  and  her  reproach. 

Sufan.  Was  not  your  father  then  in  India? 

Rofa.   Alas !   I  never  knew  a  father ! 

Mr.  Dorville.  [nt/king  forward]  What  do  I 
hear? 

Sufan.  Mr.  Dorville  here  ? 

Rofa.  Is  this  Mr.  Dorville  ? 

Sufan.  I  muft  deftroy  her  hopes  of  protection 
there,  or  Jack  will  lofe  his  opportunity. 

Rofa.  How  unfortunate  that  Mr.  Torrid 
mould  have  withheld  the  letter  to  Lady  Either. 

Mr.  Dorville.  A  letter  to. -my  wife  ? 

Sufan.  Letter  to  Lady  Either,  'pfhavv,  its  a 
mere  pr.etence. 

Rofa.  A  pretence  ? 

Sufan.  You  faid  that  your  mother  had  no  ac- 
quaintance with  Lady  Efther. 

Rofa.  I  did. 

Sufan.  That  me  only  knew  Mr.  Dorviile  by 
character? ' 

Rofy. 


56  THE  SECRET; 

Rofa.  I  did. 

Sufan.  How  then  can  fne  have  written  to  Lady 
Efther  ?  fhe  has  deceived  Mr.  Torrid,  and  now 
means  to  deceive  you  ?  (to  Mr.  Dorvil/e.J 

Rofa.  Why,  why,  this  cruel  accufation  ?  you 
will  not  take  away  my  only  refuge. 

Sufan.  Mr.  Torrid  has  fupported  her  from  in- 
fancy, her  and  her  mother,  can  you  deny  it  ? 

Rofa.  I  do  not  wiih  to  deny  it,  or  conceal  my 
obligation. 

Sufan,  And  in  return,  fhe  has  feduc'd  the 
affections  of  his  fon,  though  he  was  contracted  to 
me  in  the  cradle !  (he  was  detected  plotting  a 
fecret  marriage,  and  driven  from  tkehoufe. 

Rofa.  Now  then,  indeed,  I  kel  myielf  a  ftran-- 
ger  ;  who,  who  is  there  feels  for  poor  Rofa,  her 
heart  every  where  tortur'd  with  accufation,  and 
her  love  returned  with  infult. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Have  you  no  friends,  no  family 
connections  ? 

Rofa.  None.  An  orphan!  a  ftranger!  alas!' 
there's  not  a  human  being  on  whom  I  have 
any  claim  of  protection.  Mr  Torrid  withholds  the 
letter,  and — 

Mr.  Dorville.  An  orphan  and  ftranger !  thefe 
are  your  claims,  that  your  protection — trull  your- 
felfwith  me — my  doors  are  open  to  you,  myhoufe 
fhmll  be  your  afylum ;  Lady  Efther  (hall  receive 
you;  come,  let  me  conduct  you  to  her;  nay,  nay, 
cheer  up,  cheer  up,  think  not  of  the  letter.  I  Exit 
with  her  into  the  houfc. 

Sufan.  How  unlucky! 


SCENE  V. 
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SCENE  V.     Enter  Lizard. 

Lizard.  Where  is  Rofa  ?  I  have  paid  away  the 
note'to  the  bailiff,  and  Jack  can  now  appear  with 
fafety. 

Sufan.  Mr.  Dorville  has  jufl  taken  her  under 
his  protection. 

Lizard.  His  protection  !  Mr.  Dorville's !  pretty 
protection  truly !  a  man  over  head  and  ears  in  debt 
has  the  prefumption  to  interfere  with  my  family 
arrangements;  he'll  be  arrefted  in  half  an  hour  him- 
felf,  and  then  let  us  fee  who'll  give  him  protection. 

Sufan.  Mr.  Dorville  arrefted,  I  thought  he  had 
been  a  man  of  fortune* 

Lizard.  A  man  of  fortune !  I  have  hawk'd  his 
note  all  over  the  county,  and  can't  raife  a  fixpence 
on  it. 

Sufan.  What,  the  note  Mr.  Torrid  gave  me 
for  five  hundred  pounds,  can't  he  pay  that  note, 
'  a  man  fo  generous  ? 

c  Lizard.  'Pfhaw,  don't  you  know  what  Jack 

*  fays,  a  man  never  begins  to  be  generous  tiil  he's 

*  at  his  lail  guinea. 

'  Sufan.  But  he's  fo  liberal,  fo  ready  to  lend  hi* 
£  money. 

'  Lizard.  Yes,  he  borrows  a  hundred  pounds 
c  from  one  friend,  and  lends  ten  of  it  to  another, 
'  and  that  people  call  liberality. 

'  Sufan.  But  this  is'  only  one  note  ? 

Lizard.  Only  one  note;  did  you  ever  fee  the 
man  who  had  drawn  only  one  note;  no,  no,  when  a 
man  once  takes  to  drawing  notes,  there's  a  ipeli 
upon  his  fingers,  and  the  devil  himfelf  cannot  Hop 
him.  [Exeunt  Lizard  and  Sufan. 

I  SCENE 
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SCENE  VI.     A  Boom  at  Mr.  DORVILLE'S. 
Enter  Mr.  DORVILLE  and  ROSA. 

Mr.  Don'ille.  You  are  deceived,  depend  upon 
it. 

Rofa.  I  think,  I  think  I  could  have  reconciFd 
niyielf,  it  he  had  left  me  for  a  pretty  woman — but 
to  be  deferted  for  fuch  an  ugly  thing,  is  (he  not 
Mr.  Dorville?  did  you  ever  fee  any  thing  fo 
ugly — here,  in  England,  where  all  the  women  are 
fo  clever — fo  accomplish 'd — they  play — they  fing 

—  they  dance — they  draw — they  {peak  all  languages 

—  alas!  pcor  Rofa  can  only  fpeak  the  language  of 
the  heart;  and  as  for  drawing,  I  never  could  draw 
any  thing  but  Henry's  picture,  and  that  I  us'd  to 
wear  here — but  now  I'll  throw  it  from  me,  or,  per- 
haps, you  may  chufe  to  have  it — he  has  not  injur'd 
you,  and  you  (hall  take  it — No — I'll  keep  it  my- 
ifelf — this    countenance   never   deceived   me — I'll 
transfer  my  love  from  the  living  Henry,  here — I 
will  wear   this  Henry    next  my  heart,  and  Mifs 
Monlbon  may  have  the  other. 

Mr.  Dorrille.  Deferted  you  for  her,  impomblet 

Rofa.  She  muft  have  frightcn'd  him  into  loving 
her,  I  am  fure  (lie  muft. 

Mr.  Dorville.  This  is  fbme  idlejealoufy. 

Rofa.  I  never  was  jealous  of  him — while  I 
thought  he  lov'd  me 

Mr.  Dorville.  'He  loves  you  dill. 

Rofa.  I  heard  him  make  the  offer  to  her — I 
law  him  on  his  knees,  is  not  that  enough  ? 

Mr.  Dorville.  To  call  for  an  explanation,  it 
is. 

Rofa.  There  can  be  none — he  has  infulted  me, 
Mr.  Dorville,  treated  me  wirh  contempt — think 
not  fo  meanly  of  me- — if  my  heart  is  weak  enough 

fbll 
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ftill  to  love  him — it  will  have  the  virtue  to  con- 
ceal it.  .. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Call  not  that  virtue  which  leads 
to  injuftice  ? 

Rofa.  To  injuftice! 

Mr.  Dorville.  Yes,  the  worft  injuftice,  to  con- 
demn unheard. 

llofa.  Every  circumftance  combines  to  juftify 
fufpicion. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Sufpicion  ofthofe  we  love  never 
can    be    juftified.    I    am    myfelf  the  victim  of 
fufpicion. 
.    Rofa.  You,  Sir,  the  victim  of  fufpicion  r 

Mr.  Dorville.  Yes,  a  wretched  victim !  but  for 
a  bafe  fufpicion,  I  had  been  bleffed  with  a  daugh- 
ter, young,  innocent,  and  artlefs  as  yourfelf ;  mine 
is  a  life  of  penitence;  what  you  call  benevolence  is 
expiation,  the  refource  of  a  mind  fickening  under 
langourand  diieafe,  the  food  of  a  heart  agoniz'd  at 
every  pore. 

RoJ'a.  Your's,  your's  a  life  of  penitence  !  of 
expiation. 

Mr.  Dorville.  The  only  child  of  an  ancient  fa- 
mily, heir  to  a  large  fortune,  I  was  bred  in  all  the 
vicious  habits  of  indulgence,  every  defire  antici- 
pated, every  caprice  gratified  ;  a  mind  thus  frivo- 
lous, infirm,  diflempered,  fell  aneafy  prey.  Let  not 
your  gentle  character  be  thus  alien  to  its  nature, 
think  not  fo  meanly  of  your  Henry,  of  yourfelf,  as 
to  believe  you  have  a  rival  in  this  Lizard's  daugh- 
ter ;  I  will  fee  Mr.  Torrid  !  I  will  fee  your  Henry  ; 
I  will  claim  this  letter  from  your  mother. 

—  SCENE  VII.  - 
Enter  Lady  lljlher  Dorville. 
Here  is  Lady   Either,  I  have  prepared  her  to  re- 
ceive you,  and  will  now  prefent  you  to  her. 

I  2  Lady  EJL 
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Lady  Eft.  I  have  learnt  the  particulars  of  your 
ftory,  and  I  wifli  that  we  had,  in  truth,  a  home  ta 
offer  you. 

Mr.  Dorville.    How? 

Lady  EJl.  In  this  moment  of  diflrefs  and  morti- 
fication, I  can  ftiil  feel  for  your  diiappointment  (to 
Ro/a.}  Mr.  Dorville;  my  apprehenlions  are  all 
realiz'd — the  bailiffs  have  actually  forc'd  their  way 
into  the  houfe,  and  are  coming  to  arrefl  you. 

Rofa.  Arreft!  arreft  Mr.  Dorville!  (Sir  Harry 
and  the  bailiff's  making  a  noif-e  behind.} 

Mr.  Dorville.  To  arrefl  me  ! — it  cannot  be — 
there  muft  be  ibme  miftake.  (talks  afide  with  Lady 
Efthcr.) 

SCENE  VIII.     Enter  Sir  Harry,  Bailiff,   and 
Followers. 

Sir  Harry    What's  the  fum,  Sir!  the  fum — 

Bailiff,  (to  Sir  Harry.)  Why  you  don't  mean 
to  be  bail,  do  you  ? 

Rofa.  Bail— what's  bail?  I'll  be  bail. 

Bailiff.  What,  are  you  a  houfekeeper  ? 

Rofa.  No!  but,  Sir,  (to  Sir  Harry)  you'll  be 
bail,  I  am  fure  you  will,  how  dare  you  (to  the 
Bailiff)  fufpect  the  contrary, 

Bailiff.  What,,  is  he  a  houfekeeper? 

Sir  Harry.  'Sdeath,  Sir,  I  am  Sir  Harry  Fleetly, 
a  Baronet,  with  a  clear  eflate  of  6000  pounds  a 
year. 

Bailiff.  But  are  you  a  houfekeeper? 

Rofa.  Don't  you  hear  that  he  is  a  Baronet,  with 
a  clear  eflate  of  6000  pounds  a  year. 

Bailiff.  But  where  h  his  houfe  ? 

Rofa.  Do  pray,  Sir 'Harry  Fleetly,  turn  him 
out — obiige  me,  by  turning  him  out. 

Sir  Harry.  Oh !  my  addrcfs,  I  fuppofe  he 
means.  I  have  lodgings  in  Bond-ftreet,  and  at  all 
tue  watering  places. 
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Rofa.  There,  you  hear  he  has  lodgings  in  Bond- 
flreet,  and  at  ail  the  wa:c-i:ng  places ! 

Bailiff.  Whar,  GO  you  offer  yourfelf  as  bail, 
without  being  a  houfekeeper  ? — lodgings — you  a 
B-ronet  of  fix  thoulancl  pounds  a  year,  and  live  in 
lodgings;  I'll  not  believe  it.  (Turns  towards 
Mr.  Dorville.) 

Roj'a.  Stay,  flay,  for  heaven's  fake  flay;  take 
me,  irfiead  of  Mr.  Dorville,  I  am  hire  it  can 
make  no  difference  to  you. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Generous  girl !  how  you  have 
charmed  me. 

Rofa.  To  me  it  will  be  no  difgrace ;  I  am  a 
ftranger  here,  unknown  to  any  human  being;  you 
may  take  me  with  fafety;  but  for  Mr.  Dor- 
ville to  be  dragged  thus  from  his  houfe,  in  the  face 
of  his  friends,  in  the  face  of  his  tenants — I'll  tell 
you  what,  Sir,  you  had  better  take  care;  you'll 
be  torn  to  pieces,  depend  upon  it;  the  peafants 
will  tear  you  to  pieces — their  father,  their  bene- 
factor thus  difgraced. 

Mr.  Dorville.  Difgraced,  do  you  call  it  ?  I  was 
never  fo  honour'd.  I  was  never  fo  delighted 
before.  Your  zeal,  your  earneftnefs  has  thrill'd 
to  my  very  heart,  and  reviy'd  fenfations  which  I 
thought  long  fmce  extinct.  I  expected  .that  this 
note  would  be  claim'd  ;  Lady  Either  knows  I  did, 
and  was  going  among  the  tenants  to  raife  the 
money.  When  they  hear  of  my  diitrefs,.  there's 
not  a  man  on  my  eflate  but  will  come  forward. 

Lady  Eft.    Why,  you  actually  feem  pleas'd. 

Mr.  Dorville.    I  (hall  prove  their  attachment. 
.     Lady  Eft.     You'll  be  difappointed — but  I'll  go 
as  you  defire  me;  and  at  my  return  I  fha-11  hope 
to  find  you  here,  (to  Rojli.) 

Mr.  Dorville. 
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Mr.  Dorrillc.  No,  no,  you  fliall  fee  the  tri- 
umph of  my  fyftem,  and  Rofa  (hall  fee  it. 

Lady  EjL  Have  you  no  knowledge  of  the 
world  ? 

Mr.  Dorrillc.  I  have  a  knowledge  of  the  hu- 
man heart,  which  tells  me,  that,  as  I  have  liftened 
to  the  ftory  of  their  neceffities,  they  will  not  for- 
get me  in  mine.  [Exeunt  Lady  Efther  and  Mr. 
DorrWe. 

Rofa.  (to  the  Bailiffs)  Stay,  ftay,  furely  you 
have  a  houfe,  Sir — a  Baronet  with  iix  thoufand 
a  year — you  muft  have  a  houfe;  I  am  fure  you 
have. 

SCENE  IX.   Enter  Lizard. 

Lizard.  As  you  feem  in  want  of  a  houfe,  Sir, 
give  me  leave  to  recommend  my  ion  Jerry,  the 
architect;  a  clever  fellow,  I  allure  you  :  he'll  run 
you  up  a  houfe  in  no  time — publith'd  a  book  of 
plans 

Sir  Harry.  Peace,  Sir,  peace,  and  tell  me, 
what's  the  lum  for  which  Mr.  Dorville  is  arrefled? 

Lizard.  Sad  weak  filly  man,  this  Mr.  Dor- 
ville, diflributing  his  money  to  the  right  and 
left.  The  fum  for  which  he  is  arrefted  ?  Why, 
.Sir,  really  1  can't  fay,  but  there  are  lome  gentle- 
men without  who  are  better  inform'd — all  at  it, 
whip  and  fpur  egad. 

Sir  Harry.  What,  are  there  more  creditors 
than  one  f 

Lizard.  More  than  one  ?  yes,  yes ;  your  cre- 
ditor is  a  gregarious  animal,  and  feldom  travels 
alone— -one  :;as  an  execution  on  the  ftable. 

Sir  Harry.  On  the  ftable !  Zounds,  they  may 
fcize  my  horics. 

Lizard. 


A    COMEDY.  oS 

Lizard.  I  {aw  a  fellow  lead  gut  a  fine  fet  of 
greys. 

*S'/r  Harry.  The  devil  you  did  !  why  they  are 
mine.  Which  way  ?— here— hollo.  [E.rit. 

Rofa.  Sir  Harry!  Sir  Harry!  He  forgets 
Mr.  Dorville. 

Lizard.  How  fo  anxious  about  Mr.  Dorville ; 
'gad  then  I'll  change  my  batter}'.  Inftead  of 
frightening  her  into  compliance,  from  the  lofs  of 
Mr.  Dorville's  protection,  Jack  mall  foot  he  her  to 
our  purpofe  by  a  promiie  to  procure  his  releafe — 
(ajide.j  If  you  are  really  defirous  of  releafmg 
Mr.  Dorville 

Rofa.    Do  not  infult  me  with  the  quefticn. 

Lizard.  Its  in  your  power  ;  there's  a  gentle- 
man in  the  houfe,  a  Mr.  Tacid,  the  intimate 
friend  of  this  Sir  Harry  Fleetly,  but  a  different 
ibrt  of  man  quite— he's  in  love  with  you  to  dif- 
traction. 

Rofa.  With   me  !  why  I  have  never  feen  him  ! 

Lizard.    But  he  has   feen  you,  and  there's  a 
great  deal  in  love  at  firil  light — he  is  now  here  on 
.  a  vifit;  one  word  from  you,  and  he  will  procure 
Mr.  Dorville's  releafe. 

Rofa.  Mr.  Dorville's  releafe !  what,  will  he  be 
bail  ? 

Lizard.    To  be  fure  he  will,  if  you*defire  it. 

Rofa.  Is  he  a  houfekeeper  ?  But  what  right 
have  I  to  aik  it  ?  What  return  can  1  make  ? 

Lizard.  True,  true — Mr.  Dorville  then  mud 
go  to  prifon. 

Rofa.  To  prifon!  Mr.  Dorville  to  prifon,  when 
I  can  prevent  it  ?  Oh  no  !  I'll  come  with  you 
immediately.  Henry  !  Henry  !  where  art  thou  ? 
How  would  my  heart  have  exulted  to  afk  of  you, 
what  1  tremble  io  ibiicit  at  the  hand  of  another. 

[Exit. 
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Lizard,  (following  her)  Deferted  by  her  lover ! 
without  a  friend,  without  a  home ;  if  me  refutes 
Jack,  when  he  makes  the  difcoyery,  I  know  no- 
thing of  the  fex. 

SCENE  X.  Before  Mr.  DORVILLE'^  Iloufe. 
JACK  LIZARD   (zvaiting.) 

Jack  Liz.  Surely  I  have  not  miflaken  the  fpot ; 
where  can  my  father  be  ?  I  wonder  he  is  not- yet 
come — 'Sheath,  how  unlucky,  here  is  Sir  Harry ; 
I'll  try  to  avoid  him  ;  'plhaw,  he  has  feen  me. 

En  ter  Sir  HARRY. 

Sir  Harry.  Hollo,  Jack,  why  what  do  you" 
ftand  lounging  about  here,  when  the  men  are 
carrying  off  my  horles,  initead  of  yours— have 
you  feen  them  this  way  ?-- -Why  don't  you  an- 
fwer? — you  was  chatty  enough  this  morning,  when 
you  wanted  money — have  you  feen  them  ? 

Jack  Liz.    No. 

Sir  Harry.  No  ! — is  this  the  care  you  take  of 
my  property  ? 

Jack  Liz.  Tfliaw,  I  thought  not  of  your  pro- 
perty. 

Sir  Harry.  I  tell  you,  that  my  greys  are 
feiz'd  for  your  debt,  and  the  fellow  won't  believe 
that  they  are  mine,  though  you  made  me  pay 
four  hundred  pounds  for  the  fet,  and  they  are  not 
worth  half  the  money. 

Jack  Liz.  You  have  fix  thoufand  a  year,  yet 
you  would  fell  a  horfe  for  double  his  value,  to  a 
poor  fellow  not  worth  fixpence. 

Sir  Harry.  I  was  your  friend ;  you  ought  to 
have  recollected  that. 

Jack  Liz.    Would  you  have  recollected  it  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Harry.  Why,  Jack,  your  manner  is 
fcrangely  alter'd. 

Jack  Liz.  I  with  that  your's  was  fo. 

Sir  Harry*  This  infolence  from  you  is  in- 
fufferable. 

Jack  Liz.  I  mean  it  fo ;  leave  me,  I  have  no 
time  to  wafte  on  you. 

Sir  Harry.  Why,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Jack  Liz.  That,  there's  your  road ;  leave  me.  I 
am  fick  of  you. 

Sir  Harry.  You  fick  of  me  ? 

Jack  Liz.  Yes,  you  have  anfwer'd  my  purpofe, 
and  I  am  fick  of  you. 

Sir  Harry.  Why,  zounds,  you  talk  as  fluently 
'as  I  do. 

Jack  Liz.  To  your  flud,  to  your  ftud,  I  fay, 
and  leave  me. 

Sir  Harry.  To  my  flud  !  is  this  the  return  for 
my  friend  fhip  ? 

Jack  Liz.  Your  friendmip. 

Sir  Harry.  Yes,  my  friendthip;  have  I  not  given 
you  the  run  of  my  table,  the  ufe  of  my  ftud ; 
have  I  not  introduced  you  to  every  club  I  belong 
to. 

Jack  Liz.  Yes,  you  gave  me  the  run  of  your 
table;  out  of  hofpitality  ?  No;  it  was  to  tafte  and 
commend  your  wines.  You  gave  me  the  ufe  of  your 
ftud ;  for  my  amufement  ?  No ;  to  train  and  (hew 
your  horfes.  You  introduced  me  to  your  clubs;  as 
your  friend  ?  No ;  as  your  butt. 

Sir  Harry.  Well,  and  you  anfwer'd  my  pur- 
pofe,  I  will  fay  that  of  you. 

Jack  Liz.  You  thought  I  anfwer'd  your  pur- 
pofe.  Dull  fool !  it  was  you  anfwer'd  mine.  You 
fancied  I  was  your  creature  I  I  knew  that  you  was 
mine. 

K  Sir  Harry. 
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Sir  Harry.  Where  is  your  boafted  fuperiority  ? 
to-  live  with  men  whom  you  defpife,  to  truckle 
with  their  foibles,  to 'feed  on  their  vices?  while  I 
thought  you  dull  and  illiterate  I  only  pitied,  now 
I  defpife  you. 

Jack  Liz.  'Tis  fit  you  do,  pity  and  contempt 
are  the  weapons  of  ignorance  .and  imbecility. 

Sir  Harry.  'Sdeath,  Sir — do  you  dare  to  ac- 
cufe  a  man  of  my  education  of  ignorance  and  im- 
becility. 

Jack  Liz.  I,  too,  had  an  education;  what  is 
called  a  liberal  education;  I  was  fent  to  a  public 
fchool,  and  thence  to  college;  at  the  end  of 
three  years  I  was  thrown  upon  the  world,  my  ima- 
gination ardent,  my  pafiions  high,  my  tafte  correct- 
and  cultivated ;  all  my  habits,  defires,  expences, 
not  fuited  to  my  own  means,  but  to  thofe  of  my 
affociates ;  I '.was  foon  involved  in  debt,  I  gave 
myfelf  to  the  purfuit  of  letters,  my  labours  were 
neglected ;  thruft  from  the  fheif  to  make  room 
for  the  frivolities  of  fathion. 

Sir  Harry.  Eh !  how  1   you  are  an  author  too  * 

Jack  Liz.  An  accident  feated  me  at  one  of  your 
tables;  my  fancy  fired  at  the  opportunity;  I 
fhone  beyond  my  hopes;  I  was  complimented; 
congratulated;  I  thought  my  fortune  made. 
Fond  fool  !  they  fhunn'd  me  ever  after ;  they 
fhrunk  abafh'd  with  confcious  inferiority,  and 
I  was  left  the  iblitary  reclufe  of  a  garret;  for  a 
while  my  pride  fupported  me,  till  imagination 
iicken'd  under  the  prefiure  of  want,  and  all  its 
powers  were  chilled;  food,  food  feem'd  to  my 
parch'd  lip  the  only  object  of  defire;  I  was  in  poi- 
ieflionof  .the  fecret ;  I  came  again  among  you,  not 
as  before  with  a  proud  dilplay  of  all  I  knew,  but 
2.S  one,  the  energies  of  whofe  mind  were  juit  equal 
to  the  fhoeing  a  horfe  and  the  knowledge  of  his 

points  i 


A    COMEDY.  61 

points;  and  above  all,  whofe  fervility  would  bend 
under  the  coarfe  raillery  of  you  and  your  affociates. 
I  fucceeded ;  I  was  lifted  to  the  furfoce ;  I  floated 
xvith  you,  and  the  other  infers  of  the  hour. 

Sir  Harry.  Infects !  harkee,  my  man  of  wit- 
infects  !  What  your  pretenfions  are  to  the  character 
of  a  gentleman,  I  neither  knovy  or  care-: — I  have 
treated  you  as  a  gentleman,  and  infift  on-  the  fatis- 
faction  of  one. 

Jack  Liz.  What,  you  would  fight — Yes,  I  know 
you  would — you  have  the  courage  to  fight — I 
never  doubted  it !  when  you  have  wrong'd  a  man. 
— betray'd  his  wife — or  feduced  his  daughter — you 
call  him  out — your  amufements  have  been  fubfer- 
vient  to  yourfafety — -your  dexterity  is  admirable.; 
you  can  hit  a  card  at  thirty  paces — you  are  cool, 
collected,  without  paffion,  without  a  heart ;  he 
comes  into  the  field,  all  fenfibility,  feeling,  emo- 
tion; his  generous  nature  has  (h rank  from  the 
exercife  which  has  given  you  courage ;  the  deadly- 
weapon  is  put  into  his  hands  for  the  firft  time;  he. 
heikates  as  he  railes  it ;  yet  this  you  calf  meeting 
on  equal  terms;  this  is  honourable  fatisfaction. 
Yonder  I  fee  my  father;  now  fortune,  this  one 
opportunity  well  encountered,  and  I  am  made  for 
ever.  (AJide.}  Nay,  Sir,  do  not  follow  me,  I'll  not 
be  followed ;  fome  few  hours  fince  I  would  have 
metyou;-life  then  had  nothing  worth  a  thought  $ 
but  now  my  profpects  brighten ;  I  feel  again  the 
glow  of  exiftence;  I  know  it's  value;  J  will  not 
match  it  fo  unequally— to  your  ftud,  Sir  Harry ! 
to  your  ftud  !  [Exit. 

Sir  Harry.  I'll  not  be  followed !  he  talks  to 
me  as  if  I  was  his  terrier  5  d— e,  but1  I'll  crois 
Jiimyet.  '[Exit. 

END   OF  ACT  iv, 

K  2  ACT  V, 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.     Before  Mr.  Dorville's, 

Enter  Mr.  TORRID  and  HENRY. 

Torrid.  Stay,  Henry,  flay,  I  beg  of  you ! 

Henry.  No,  Sir ;  the  reftitution  (hall  be  made 
to  Rofa  immediately ;  every  moment's  delay  is  a 
new  difgrace,  a  frefh  accufation. 

Torrid.  Are  thefe  the  fruits  of  the  education  I 
have  given  you  $  is  it  for  this  I  have  bred  you  in 
habits  of  affluence  ? 

Henry.  That  education  which  was  once  my 
pride,  is  now  my  mame ;  wrung  from  the  widow 
3,nd  the  orphan ;  thofe  habits  which  I  once  thought 
I  diftinction  are  now  humbled  with  the  duftj 
there's  not  a  particle  about  me  but  feems  tainted^ 
loathfome,  hideous ! 

Torrid.  You  know  not  the  cpnfequences,  the 
hazard  to  which  I  am  expofed  by  a  difclofure  at 
this  moment. 

Henry.  At  any  hazard,  Sir,  the  ftory  mall  be 
told  ;  the  injuries  of  Rofa  and  her  mother  cry  out 
forjufticej  they  mail  be  appeas'd.  This  ftrange 
fluctuation  after  your  promife  this  morning 

Torrid.  That  promife  was  conditional. 

Henry.  I  have  perform'd  my  part,  and  I  re- 
quire the  fame  of  you. 

Torrid.  How  have  you  perform'd  it  ?  how  is 
Lizard's  fecrecy  fecur'd  ?  this  ftrange  chimera  of 
your's  leaves  me  expps'd  to  him  as  well  as  her. 

Henry.  Make  but  this  reftitution  to  Rofa,  aft 
honourably  to  her,  and  your  character  is  fafe,  Ihe 
will  never  betray  you. 
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Torrid.  No,  but  he  will. 

Henry.  His  fecrecy  is  fecured,  I  have  fecured  it, 

Torrid.  You? 

Henry.  Yes. 

Tot  rid.  How? 

Henry.  With  myfelf. 

Torrid.  With  yourfelf  ! 

Henry.  I  have  made  it  the  condition  of  my 
marriage  with  his  daughter. 

Torrid.  Your  marriage  with  his  daughter !  you 
cannot  m.ean  it. 

Henry.  There  was  no  other  way  j  this  makes  it 
his  intereft  as  well  as  your's. 

Torrid.  What  do  I  hear  ! 

Henry.  He  has  a  folemn  pledge  under  my  hand, 

Torrid.  Under  your  hand,  is  it  really  fo  ?  have 
you  indeed  thus  facrificed  yourfelf,  the  deareft 
wifhes  of  your  heart,  the  object  of  your  affec- 
tions, for  whom — for  me !  for  my  protection  !  for 
the  fafety  of  my  character  ! 

SCENE  II.    Enter  Sir  HARRY,  looking  about. 

Sir  Harry.  'Sdeath,  I  have  run  myfelf  clean 
out  of  wind  ;  which  way  could  he  turn,  how  the 
devil  did  I  mifs  them  ?  He's  certainly  in  purfuit 
of  that  girl  from  India.  Have  you  feen  them  this 
way  ? 

Henry.  Who  do  you  mean  ? 

Sir  Harry.  The  fellow  that  trots  about  like  a 
three -pronged  fork,  flicking  his  fons,  Jem,  Jack, 
and  Jerry,  into  every  one  he  meets. 

Henry.  This  muft  be  Lizard. 

Torrid.  Yonder  he  is,  and  (anxioujly)  Rofa 
with  him. 

Sir  Harry.  He  has  fome  defign  I  know. 

Henry.  A  defign,  and  againft  Rofa  ! 

[Exit  with  precipitation,  followed  by  Torrid. 

Sir 
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-Sir  Harry.  Yes,  and  Jack  too  !  D — e  but  you 
(hall  take  to  the  bit  again  before  I  have  done 
with  you,  my  mafter.  [Exit  after  them. 

SCENE  III.  Another  part  of  Mr.  Dor-due's 
Garden. 

Enter  ROSA  with  LIZARD  and  JACK  LIZARD. 

Jack  Liz.  Nay,  but  hear  me ;  I  have  a  com- 
munication to  make  to  you  of  the  utmoft  im-- 
portance. 

Rofa.  Is  it  of  importance  to  Mr.  Dorville  ? 

-  Jack  Liz.    I   have   been  fortunate  enough  to 
make  a   difcovery  in  which   you  are  very  nearly1 
interefted. 

Lizard.  I  told  you  he  loved  you  ta  drftradlion. 
What- a  clever  dog  it  is.  (Afidc.) 

Rofa.  Does  it  intereft  Mr.  Dorville  ? 

Jack  Liz.  Your  mother's  fortune  was  lofl  by 
an  act  of  treachery. 

Rofa.  Well,  Sir  ! 

Jack  Li2.»It  is  in  my  power  to  recover  it  for  you. 

Rofa.  In  your  power  to  recover  it  ?  And  then  I 
may  releafe  Mr.  Dorville  ;  is  it  fo  ?  (eagerly.) 

Jack  Liz.  Yes,  if  you  will  condefcend  to  re  - 
ceive  me  as  your  captive. 

Ro/fi.  How  ! 

Lizard.  What  an  elegant  turn  that  is !  to  be  fure 
even  Jem  and  Jerry  are  nothing  to  him.  [AJide. 

Jack  Liz.  The  fcheme  of  Mr.  Torrid  and  his  ion ! 

Rofa.  Scheme  of  Mr.  Torrid  and  his  fon  ? 

Lizard.  The  fraud  was  theirs. 

•  Rofa.   Impoffible  ! 

Lizard.  You  heard  the  fon  make  a  declaration 
to  my  daughter. 
Rofa.'  I  did. 
Jack  Liz.  You  faw  him  on  his  knees  to  her  ? 

Rofa. 
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I  did. 

Lizard.  The  whole  flory  was  known  to  me  ; 
by  her  marriage  with  the  Ton  my  fecrecy  was  to  be 
purchas'd. 

Jack  Liz.  And  the  father  fecured  from  detection. 
If  you  with  further  proofs — 

Rofa.  I  want  no  proofs,  I  have  them  here — > 
here  in  my  heart ! — the  image  of  my  Henry, 
fucli  as  I  have  known  him  from  infancy !  fuch 
as  I  have  lov'd  him  from  infancy  !  Who  is  it  ? 
Which  of  you  would  tear  him  thence  ?  Is  it  you, 
Sir  ?  [to  Lizard.]  'Tis  true  I  heard  him  make  a 
declaration  to  your  daughter ;  but  I  thank  you,  it 
was  you  who  placed  me  where  I  could  hear  it ! — • 
Or  is  it  you,  Sir,  whom  I  am  to  thank  for  this 
tlifmterefted  proof  of  attachment  ?  What  is  there 
you  fee  in  me,  which  thus  provokes  your  calumny? 
I  am  a  poor  fimpie  artlefs  girl.  'Tis  true  I  am  1 
one  who  thinks  her  friends  honeft,  though  (he 
has  the  report  of  two  ftrangers  to  the  contrary. 

Lizard.  Report  of  ftrangers — I  have  it  under 
his  hand. 

Rofa.  'Tis  falfe  ! 

Lizard.  Here,  here,  a  promife  of  marriage  to 
my  daughter — look,  look  on  this  paper — he  never, 
law  her  till  this  morning,  yet  does  he  promife  to 
marry  her.  Why  ?  To  fcreen  himfelf  from  de- 
teclion.  She  is  without  fortune,  yet  you  fee  he 
confents  to  marry  .her.  Why  ?  To  fave  his  own. 

Rofa.  Oh  Henry — where,  where  art  thou  ? 

SCENE  IV.  Enter  HENRY. 

Henry.  The  voice  of  Rofa,  in  diftrefs? 
Lizard.  What  other  motive  will  you  find  ? 
Jack  Liz.    What  other  motive   will    he  dare 
avow  ? 

/&/«'.   [running  to  him]    Henry  !  they  tell  me 

this 
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this  is  your  hand-writing;  but  I  don't  believtf 
them — nay,  my  own  eyes  would  tell  me  fo,  but 
my  heart  allures  me  of  the  contrary.  You  turn 
away,  you  are  filent — can  it  be  poflible — they  tell 
me  that  you  never  faw  this  woman  till  this  morn- 
ing, yet  that  you  will  marry  her.  They  afk  me 
for  your  motive  ;  I  could  once  tell  your  motives, 
Henry ;  I  knew  where  to  look  for  them  once ; 
but  now,  what  am  I  to  reply  !  what  am  I  to 
think  ! 

Torrid.  \who  has  followed  Henry  on  thejlage} 
That  I  alone  am  guilty,  Rofa !  guilty,  even  to 
the  extent  of  this  man's  infinuation;  that  your 
mother,  that  yourfelf  have  been  the  victims  of  my 
injuftice ;  that  he  was  in  poffemon  of  the  fecret ; 
that  he  threaten'd  to  difclofe  it;  that,  to  fave  me 
from  expofure,  Henry  affected  to  give  into  his 
views,  till  entangled  in  a  labyrinth  of  artifice,  the 
fon  had  no  refource  to  fave  the  father,  but  by  the 
facrifice  of  himfelf ! 

Jack  Liz.  Yes,  Sir,  he  has,  in  me  !  Give  me 
the  paper,  [tearing  it]  Thus,  thus  let  me  offer 
fome  atonement  for  the  meannefs  of  my  own 
character;  fome  tribute  to  the  noblenefs  of 
your's  ! 

Lizard.  Why,  what  do  you  mean ;  what  the 
devil  are  you  about  ?  [Jack  Lizard  turns  about, 
and  goes  to  the  back  of  the  JlageJ]  D— e  if  ever 
I  can  tell  what  my  fon  Jack  is  driving  at.  [follows 
him.'] 

Torrid.  How  !  Is  this  your  fon  ?  [folloiving 
Jack  Lizard. ~] 

Henry.  I  little  thought,  when  I  had  the  pre- 
fumption  to  offer  you  my  hand  this  morning, 
that  the  fortune  I  fo  anxioufly  wim'd  to  lay  at 
your  feet,  was  not  mine  to  beftow. 

3  Rofa. 
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Rofa.  Was  this  difcovery  your  only  fcruple? 

Htnry.  That  it  was  wrefted  from  you  by  trea- 
chery and  ingratitude  ! 

Rofa.  In  which  you  bore  no  part ;  but  have 
nobly  contrived,  out  of  this  very  treachery  and 
ingratitude,  to  rear  a  trophy  to  your  own  honour, 
and  to  my  love  ! 

Henry.  Your  love,  Rofa,  impoflible !  I  am  a 
profcribed  being,  doom'd  to  a  life  of  perpetual 
exile  and  wretchednefs.  I  had  not  ventured  to  ap- 
pear before  you,  but  for  the  apprehenfion  of  this 
man's  defigns. 

Roja.  How  innocent  were  his  defigns  com- 
pared with  yours ;  his  defigns  were  on  my  perfon, 
on  my  fortune ;  yours  were  on  my  heart  j  this 
generous  act  of  his  ion  does  not  relieve  you, 
Henry ;  you  but  efcape  one  chain  to  find  another. 
You  will  conduct  me  to  Mr.  Dorvi lie's,  you  will 
give  me  your  hand,  your  arm  ;  do  I  lean  too  hea- 
vily ?  Come,  let  us  haften  to  Mr.  Dorville's, 
we  will  then  talk  of  your  return  to  India,  but 
while  he  is  in  diftrefs  you  cannot,  muft  not  think 
on  any  other  fubject.  [Exeunt  Rofa  and  Henry. 

Lizard.  Have  you  loft  your  fenies  to  act  thus  ? 
(to  Jack.) 

SCENE  V.  Enter  Sir  HARRY,  who  meets  Jack, 

at  the  end  of  Lizard's  Speech,  and  follows  him 

to  the  Front  of  the  Stage. 

Sir  Harry.  Loft  his  fenfes,  yes,  the  very  mo- 
ment he  recovered  his  fpeech.  There  it  is,  you 
would  be  chatty ;  now  I  told  you  this  morning, 
it  was  all  up  with  you  if  you  were  chatty. 

Jack  Liz.  (to  Mr.  Torrid,  who  has  been  mak* 
ing  offers  of  ajjijlance,  not  noticing  Sir  Harry.)' 
You  miftake  me,  Sir,  I  have  my  peace  to  make 
with  one  not  eaiily  fatisfied. 

L  Sir 
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-S/7-  Hurry-.  He  means  me — I  knew  that  he 
would  make  me  an  apology — well,  Sir,  what  have 
you  to  fay  ? 

Jack  Liz.  What,  you  think  me  in  the  dun:, 
and  would  again  trample  on  me  ;  'tis  fit  you  do — 
I  expected  as  much  from  you — go  on,  Sir,  go 
on;  'tis  not  your  feeble  raillery,  but  my  tame 
fubmiffion  which  has  made  me  contemptible  to 
the  world,  and  to  myfelf. 

Torrid.  Contemptible  !  not  while  I  have  a 
fpark  of  feeling  in  my  heart,  or  a  fmgle  guinea  in 
iny  purfe. 

'Lizard.  How  ?  Egad  Jack's  right  after  all— 
and  he  has  kept  the  letter. 

SCENE  VI.   Enter  GROOM. 

Groom,  (to  Sir  Harry]  Sir  !  Sir  !  your  horfes 
are  found. 

Jack  Liz.  Aye,  aye  -,  to  your  Piud,  Sir  Harry, 
to  your  ftud. 

Sir  Harry,  (to  the  Groom]  What  do  you 
mean  by  talking  to  me  about  horfes,  you  fcoundrel ; 
do  you  dare  to  infmuate  that  I  care  about  horfes  ? 
do  you  mean  to  be  witty  too  ?  d — e,  I  have  a 
great  mind  to  kick  you,  you  fcoundrel.  [Exit, 
beating  the  Groom. 

Jack  Liz.  Mr.  Torrid, 'I  have  yet  another  duty 
to  dilcharge ;  here  is  the  letter  which  you  gave 
my  father. 

Lizard.  What,  have  you  given  the  letter  ? — 
D — e  he's  off  again.  You  forgot  the  five  hun- 
dred pounds  which  I  advanced. 

Torrid.  Five  hundred  pounds  ! — you  muft, 
you  (hall  accept  my  offer— I  will  not  be  refus'd. 

Jack 
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Jack  Liz.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  for  your  inten- 
tions, but  when  I  have  ftripped  off  the  foppery 
which  now  entangles  me,  I  have  enough  to  fatisfy 
the  claims  of  others— 'tis  not  in  the  power  of 
wealth  to  fatisfy  thofe  here  !--  here  on  myfelf  !  — 
I  had  from  nature  talents  which  I  have  abus'd ; 
an  independent  fpirit  which  I  have  proftituted  ; 
thefe  are  the  claims  which  muft  and  fhall  be 
fatisfied. 

.    Lizard.  But  how  ?— -how  ?  when  you  have  not 
a  fixpence  in  the  world  ! 

Jack  Liz.  By  endeavouring  to  be  ufeful-— a 
man  may  be  ufeful  without  the  aid  of  fortune— - 
every  man  has  within  himfelf  the  power  of  being 
ufeful— 'tis  an  inftinct  which  we  inkerit  from 
nature,  and  'till  I  have  blotted  out  the  {lain  which 
now  dishonours  me,  I  will  cherim  it  as  the  only 
privilege  of  exiilence.  \E.xit  Jack  Liz. 

SCENE  VII.  Enter  SUSAN  on  the  oppofite  fide. 

Sufan.  Sir  !  Sir  !  the  Doctor  and  the  Archkect 
are  jurl  arrived — but  in  iuch  a  pickle  !- 

Lizard.  Pickle  !  what  do  you  mean  by  pickle  ! 
aye,  it  will  go  through  the  family  I  fee  that  ;  this 
is  not  a  day  for  the  Lizards. 

Su/an.  Mr.  Dorville's  fervants  miflook  them 
for  a  couple  of  bailiffs,  and  have  toft  the  Architect-' 
in  a  blanket,  and  dragg'd  the  Doctor  through  the- 
horle-pond. 

Lizard.  How  !  tofs'd  Jerry  in  a  blanket,  an4 
dragg'd  Jem  through  the  horfe-pond  ! 

Torrid.    Ha,  ha,    ha !     (to  Lizard]    What  a 

noble  opportunity  for  Jerry  to   build  in  the  air  ! 

and  then  in  the  horfe-pond  I  dare  fay  Jem  has 

pick'd  up  fome  new  ideas  for  his  book  on  at- 

L  2  mofpherea— 
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mofpheres — well,  well,  you  are  right— Jack  is 
my  favourite — fo  much  my  favourite,  that  in 
refpect  for  him,  I'll  keep  your  fecret. 

Lizard.  My  fecret !  (piteoujly) 
.  Torrid.  Yes  ;  Rofa  you  fee  has  generoufly 
forgiven  me  5  but  as  {"he  does  not  know  what 
fhare  you  had  of  the  plunder,  I  don't  know  what 
(he  may  fay  to  you  ;  if  you  chufe,  I'll  ftep  and 
afk — (Lizard  fupplicates  him  not.} — That  is  my 
fecret,  and  if  you'll  promife  me  to  be  honeft,  I'll 
promife  that  you  (hall  be  fafe. 

Lizard*  Heigho  ! 

Torrid.  Keep  you  your  promife  of  honefty, 
and  I'll  keep  mine. 

Sufan.  But  what  is  become  of  my  promife  of 
marriage  ? 

Lizard,  (pointing  to  the  fragments.) 

Sufan.  How  ! 

Lizard,  (calling  to  Sufan)"  Sufan  !  (making  a 
fign  to  her  to  follow)  Jerry  tofs'd  in  a  blanket! 
Jem  dragg'd  through  the  horfe-pond  !  and  Jack 
gone  back  to  his  garret  ! 

Sufan.  You  might  as  well  have  given  me  back 
the  five  hundred  pounds ;  five  hundred  pounds 
vyould  have  fecured  me  the  refufal  of  any  of  our 
Mafters  at  Mrs.  Monfoon's. 

Lizard.  Jerry  tofs'd  in  a  blanket !  Jem  dragg'd 
through  the  horfe-pond  !  and  Jack  gone  back  to 
.his  garret !  [Exit  repeating. 

Sufan.  (following)  I  have  heard  them  fay  over 
and  over  again,  that  a  thoufand  pounds  was  a 
very  pretty  fortune  for  a  young  woman. 

Torrid.  Now  that  I'm  again  in  pofleflion  of  the 
letter,  I'll  fee  Lady  Efther  and  make  the  difcovery 
immediately. 

Enter 
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SCENE  VJII.   Enter  RALPH  and  SERVANT, 
difputing. 

Servant.  I  tell  you,  Ralph,  Mr.  Dorville  is 
not  here  ! 

Ralph.  I  beg  pardon,  Sir,  I  beg  pardon.  I 
am  Ralph,  a  poor  foolilli  fellow,  one  of  the 

tenants — they  fay  that   Mr.  Dorville  is but 

that's  impoffible ;  no  man  dare  do  it :  Where  is  he? 

Servant.  He  cannot  fee  you,  Ralph. 

Ralph.  Not  fee  me  !  not  fee  me  !  when  I  Was 
in  trouble  I  never  refus'd  to  fee  him. 

Torrid.  What,  you  love  him — love  him  in  his 
affliction. — 

Ralph.  Lookye,  Sir;  lookye, — my  hair  may 
change  its  colour  in  his  fervice,  but  my  heart 
xiever  (hall.  [Exit. 

Torrid,  (to  thefervant]  Is  Lady  Efther  within? 

Servant.  She  is,  Sir  ! 

Torrid.  Take  her  this  letter — fay  that  you  had 
it  from  Mr.  Torrid — that  he  is  here,  and  begs  to 
fee  her.  [Exit,  (as  fervant  is  following) 

SCENE  IX.  Enter  FRANK. 

Frank.  Where  is  Mr.  Dorville,  where  is  he  ? 

Servant.  Ralph  is  this  moment  gone  to  him? 

Frank.  Is  Ralph  gone  to  him  ?  I  hope  I  fliall 
be  there  firft  !  I  hope  I  mail  be  there  firft  !  he 
muft  run  hard  to  be  there  before  me.  [Exit. 

SCENE  X.  The  Country  near  Mr.  DORVILLE'S. 

Enter  Mr.  DORVILLE,  and  the  Bailiff. 
Mr.  Dorville.  Nay,  nay,  my  good  fellow,  give 
me  your  hand,  and  mark  me,  there  is  no  member 
of  fociety  more  ufeful,  than  one  who  fills  an 
odious,  but  necefiary  office,  and  executes  it  with 
jtendernefs  and  humanity  ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE  XI.  Enter  RALPH. 

Mr.  Dorviile.  Ralph,  is  it  you?  they  told  me 
all  my  tenants  had  abandoned  me,  your  looks  at 
kaft  fpeak  a  different  language. 

Ralph.  Yes,  your  honour,  yes,  ftand  off  you 
fcoundrel ;  d — e  how  I  mould  like  to  knock  him 
down ;  here  your  honour,  here,  here  is  the  five 
hundred  pounds. 

Mr  Dorviile.  From  whom  ? 

Ralph.  It  is  your  own !  your  honour,  its  your 
own !  what  you  advanc'd  to  put  me  into  the 
farm  ?  I  was  a  liar  this  morning,  I  was  a  fcoun- 
drel  this  morning,  I  faid  my  crops  were  not  good, 
they  are  your  honour,  they  are,  the  beft  in  the 
county,  my  heart  mifgave  me  at  the  time.  I 
thought  no  good  would  come  of  it  !  here,  your 
honour,  take  the  money  ! 

Mr.  Dorviile.  Why,  Ralph  \  this  is  more  than 
is  due ! 

Ralph.  Never  mind  what  is  due,  your  honour,, 
never  mind  what  is  due.  When  I  was  in  trouble, 
you  never  remembered  what  was  due ;  you'll 
break*  rriy  heart  if  you  refufe  the  money-r-, 

.  SCENE  XII.  Enter  FRANK. 

Frank.  Here,  here  it  is,  your  honour,  you 
muft  take  all  from  me,  I  am  the  oldeft  tenant 
you  have ! 

Mr.  Dorviile.  My  good  fellows !  my  noble 
fellows  !  I  fhall  burft  with  agony — 

Ralph.  To  be  fure  Frank  is  the  oldeft  tenant, 
but  then  he  has  a  wife  and  a  large  family. 

Frank.  That  is  the  reaibn  your  honour  !  that 
is  the  reafori  !  Heaven's  blefling  will  go  with  me, 
heaven's  Blefling  goes  with  eve  ry  man  who  has 

a  large 
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at  large  femily — to  fee  you  thus,  (they  each  take 
&  hand.} 

Mr.  Dorville.  To  fee  me  thus,  is  the  proudeft 
day  of  my  life  !  a  landlord  in  the  hour  of  his 
diftrefs  fuftained  by  his  tenants !  the  fuddennets 
of  this  demand  has  but  occafioned  a  temporary 
cmbarraffment ;  my  fortune  is  untouch'd !  think 
not  fo  meanly  of  me,  of  yourfelves.  No,  no,  it 
is  not  by  laviih  expence,  or  thoughtlefs  profufion, 
that  I  have  won  your  hearts;  it  is  by  living  among 
you,  by  habits  of  familiarity,  by  liftening  to  the 
little  ftories  of  your  pleasures  and  difappoint- 
ments ;  the  way  to  win  your  confidence  was  pure 
and  fnnple,  it  was  only  to  give  you  mine ! 

SCENE  XIII.  Enter  Lady  ESTHER. 
Mr.  Dorville.  What  fay  you  now  Lady  Efther — 
Lady  Ejl.   That  I  have  been  miftaken;    that 
my  fears  on  your  account  have  made  me  unjuft 
to  others :  that   I   acknowledge  their  zeal  with 
gratitude,  that  I  aik  their  pardon,  that   they  will 
give  it  me,  fmce  I  have  a  difcovery  to  make  which 
will  add  intereft  to  every  future  moment   of  your 
fife!— 

Mr.  Dorville.  A  difcovery  ! 
Lady 'Eft.  In  Rofa— the  young  ftranger! 
Mr.  Dorvillc.  What — what  of  her? 
Lady  Eft.  In    herl     you-  take    to  your  arms, 
your  own  daughter;  the  lad  aft  of  your  Eloifa's 
life,  was  to  addrefs  this  letter,  to  me— 

Mr.  Dorville.  Where  is  .it  ?  where  is  it?  (reads] 
"  To  you  a  mother  commits  the  child  of  her 
"  affection:  in  this  hour'.of  •  reparation,  all  relent, 
;'  ment  againft  the  author 'of  her  miferics  fubildes 
"  in  her  alarm  for  his  daughter  !  kt  it  be -your- 
;«  kind  office  to  reftore  her  to  his  bofom,  to  his 
"  confidence  !  eighteen  years  of  penitence  have 
"  'expiated  his  injuiticej  and  a  r£iiance'"on  your 

"  honour, 
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"  honour,  the  honour  of  his  wedded  wife,  give£ 
"  lerenity  to  the  kit  moments  of  his  once  Jov'd 
"  ElGiia.'' 

Lady  E/L  This  was  a  noble  confidence,  and  I 
will  prove  myfelf  not  unworthy  of  it  !--- 

Mr.  Dorville.  She  comes !  (he  comes !  her 
mother's  injuries  gather  round  my  heart,  and 
fiifle  every  other  fen  fat  ion  ! 

Lady  Eft.  She  knows  not  the  contents  of  the 
letter;  ftill  thinks  herfelf  a  ftranger !— (to  the  pea- 
fants} — ftand  afide  with  me  my  good  friends, 
this  way;  (Lady  Ejlher  rtires  with  them.) 

SCENE  XIV.  Enter  ROSA. 

Pofa.  In  tears — Mr.  Dorville  in  tears !  I  bring 
you  your  releafe,  your  liberty,  I  come  from  Mr. 
Torrid  to  entreat  your  forgivenefs,  to  tell  you  of 
the  virtues  of  his  fon,  of  my  Henry — 

Mr.  Dorville.  Forgivenefs  of  me  ?  'tis  I,  I, 
who  have  moft  need  of  forgivenefs. 

Roja.  You,  you  need  of  forgivenefs,  you  ?— 
whofe  only  knowledge  of  mankind  is  the  know- 
ledge of  their  wants,  whofe  only  paffion  to  relieve 
them  ? 

Mr.  Dorcille.  To  relieve  myfelf,  to  bury 
the  recollection  of  the  wrongs  I  have  inflicted, 
to  ftiflc  the  call  of  outrag'd  nature.  Liften  to  me, 
Rofa,  liften  to  me;  it  was  my  fortune,  when  at 
college,  to  be  received  into  the  family  of  a. neigh- 
bouring clergyman;  he  had  a  daughter,  gay, 
lovely,  high-fpirited,  young  as  myfelf-— the  un- 
fufpecYing  confidence  of  her  family  put  her  in  my 
power ;  I  betray'd  it  !  !  !  Nay,  do  not  Hart,  re- 
ferve  yourfelf  for  further  horror ;  after  what  had 
pafs-'d,  I  felt  that  die  had  additional  claims  on  my 
hand ;  I  made  known  my  paflion  to  my  father— I 
5  knew 
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AS  the  old,  but  ridiculous,  Jigns  of  P.  S. 
Weaning  Prompt  Side;  and  O.  P.  meaning 
Oppofite  Promptj  often,  in  different  theatres, 
denote  contrary  Jides,  and  thereby  puzzle  and 
mi/lead;  it  is  prefumed,  that  R.  H.  mean- 
ing Right  Hand ;  and  L.  H.  meaning  Left 
Hand;  (always  fuppojing  you  are  on  the  Jl  age 
and  facing  the  audience,)  will  better  anfiver 
the  purpofe :  they  are,  therefore,  ufed  injiead, 
in  the  following  piece,  as  far  as  fuck  Jigns 
were  thought  neceflary. 


$Iote— The  lines  marked  with  inverted  commas,   "  thus,1 
are  emitted  in  the  repoefentation* 
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knew  him  vain,  haughty,  ambitious,  but  he 
found  me  refolute;  and,  in  appearance,  acqui- 
eiced— 

Rofa.  In  appearance  ! 

Mr.  Dorviile.  Yes !  this  Teeming  acquiefcence 
lull'd  me  to  a  faiie  iecurity  !  our  marriage  was 
delay'd  ;  that  delay  was  all  he  aiked — he  knew 
the  irritable  weakneis  of  my  character,  and  on 
that  he  built  his  hopes;  he  prevailed  on  a 
wretched  confidant  of  my  attachment,  to  enter 
into  his  views— -my  Eloifa  was  iuddenly  taken 
ill,  and  became  a  mother. 

Rofa.  Your  Eloifa — it  was  the  name 

Mr.  Dorviile.  The  early  birth  of  my  child 
was  made  the  foundation  of  a  charge  bafe  and 
unnatural — letters  fabricated  for  the  purpofe  were 
put  into  my  hands,  and  when  I  flew  to  its  em- 
brace, an  incident  was  contriv'd  for  my  deflruc- 
tion.  I  found  this  wretch  careffing  the  little 
infant ;  when  I  would  have  addreffed  him,  he 
affected  to  avoid  me;  a  horrible  idea  faften'd  on 
my  fancy ;  I  caught  the  infant  to  my  arms ;  it 
fmil'd— methought  it  fmil'd  like  the  wretch 
who  had  juft  fled.  I  would  have  dafh'd  it  to  the 
ground  !  you  ftretch'd  forth  your  little  arms,  the 
charm  of  innocence  preferv'd  me !  yes,  Rofa, 
you,  you  were  that  infant  !  do  you  not  llait ! 
ihrink  back  with  horror  !--- 

Rofa.  I,  I  flart  back  with  horror-— from  my 
father. 

Mr.  Dorviile.  I  gave  you  to  the  nurfe,  and 
ruuYd  from  the  houie— my  feeble  fenfes  funk 
under  the  conflict—- after  an  interval  I  awoke  from 
my  delirium — awoke  to  hear  that  Hie  renounc'd 
her  claims  upon  my  hand;  that  fhe  had  fled  to.  an 
uncle  in  India;  that  ihe  had  a  companion  in  her 
M  flight; 
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flight;  I  was  clefperate.  My  father  claim'd  thai 
acquiefcence  to  his  views  of  marriage,  which  he 
had  lent  to  mine;  I  yielded,  and  became  the 
hufband  of  Lady  Eilher. 

lio/a.  'Twas  falfe,  'twas  a  new  artifice  ;  1,  and 
I  oniy  was  the  companion  of  her  flight ;  eighteen 
years  of  Iblitude  atteft  her  innocence ;  I — 1  atteft 
it.  That  even  in  exile  you  were  full  the  object  of  her 
affections  :  your  conduct  to  your  tenants,  to  your 
family,  the  conftant  theme  of  her  admiration.  I 
now  fee  through  the  veil  which  me  had  thrown 
around  me;  the  fecret  of  my  birth  was  locked 
in  her  own  bofom,  that  (he  might  raife  for  you 
an  intereft  in  mine  ;  every  action  of  your  life  was 
known  to  her ;  every  initance  of  your  generofity 
me  hailed  as  a  token  of  your  penitence,  as  a  tri- 
bute of  affection  to  her  memory  :  on  thefe  would 
ihe  expatiate,  thefe  would  (lie  imprint  on  my 
young  heart,  while  Hie  concealed  from  me  the 
name  of  father,  till,  in  the  knowledge  of  his  vir- 
tues, I  could  forget  her  wrongs.  Yes,  they  are  for- 
gotten! (kneels)  her  wiflies  are  accomplifhed, your 
daughter  throws  herfelf  on  your  protection,  on. 
your  love,  with  confidence,  reipect,  and  gratitude. 

Mr.  Dorville.  My  child  !  do  I  indeed  embrace 
thee. 

Jle-en/erLddy  ESTHER,  RALPH,  FRANK,  Mr. 
TORRID,  and  HENRY -f allotting  ;  they  gra- 
dually advance  from  the  back  of  the  Stage  to 
ROSA  and  Mr.  DORVILLE. 

Lady  Eft.  The  fecret  of  your  birth  was  dif- 
cloted  to  me  in  the  letter  brought  by  Mr.  Torrid, 
and,  from  this  hour,  Rofa,  you  are  the  child  of 
rav  adoption. 

Mr.  Don- Hie. 
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Mr.  Dorville.  There  fpoke  again  the  natural  feel- 
ings of  your  heart :  where,  where  is  your  Henry  ? 

Lady  Eft.  Here  !  here  !  with  virtues  to  redeem 
his  father's  error,  and  med  a  luftre  over  his  me- 
mory. Mr.  Torrid  has  told  me  every  particular 
of  his  condu<5t. 

Mr.  Torrid.  Yes,  Mr.  Dorville,  from  my  fon  I 
have  learned  how  to  regain  my  own  efteem,  and 
you  have  {hewn  me  how  to  regain  that  of  others. 
Thefe  honeft  fellows  (pointing  to  Ralph  and 
Frank}  have  but  led  the  way  ;  your  other  tenants 
are  all  here,  (the  tenants  enter  with  Ralph  on- 
one  fide ',  Frank  on  the  other,  and  ivith  the  Stew- 
ard at  the  back  of  the  Jl age.} 

Rofa.  In  offering  your  houfe  to  me,  a  helplefs 
female  and  a  ftranger,  you  gave  an  afylum  to  your 
own  daughter.  In  providing  for  the  happineis  of 
your  tenants,  you  fecured  your  own;  and  the 
hour  of  diftrefs  has  group'd  around  you  every  fo- 
cial  affe6lion. 


END    OF    ACT    V. 


EPILOGUE, 

Written  by  GEORGE  COLMAN,    Efq. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  JORDAN. 

T  > 

JL  T  is  an  adage — wond'rous  old,  and  wife ! — 

That — "  There  are  Secrets  in  all  Families." 

And,  to  put  families  into  a  fufs, 

There's  nothing  like — a  Secret  to  difcufs. 

All  branches,  when  The  Secret's  thrown  among  'em, 

Difpute,  as  if  the  very  Devil  had  ftung  'em  : 

All,  from  the  Matter,  higheft  in  dominion, 

E'en  to  the  Scullion,  hold  their  own  opinion. 

Here  is  a  Family  before  me,  now  : — 
A  charming  looking  Family,  I  vow! 
Such  handfome,  well-grown  children,  I  afiure  you, 
Do  no  fmall  credit  to  the  Houfe  of  Drury. 
A  Secret — to  fome  taftes  we  hope  well-fitted, — 
This  Night,  has  to  your  notice  been  fubmitted. 

What  think  you  of  it  ? — Hufh  !  for  there,  I  fee, 

Sits  the  grum  Father  of  this  Family.  (looking  to  the  Pit.) 

He  is  againft  the  bufmefs,  I  fuppofe, 

By  the  difdainful  curling  of  his  nofe. 

Ah !  ponder  well,  thou  Critic-Parent,  dear  ! 
And,  be  not  on  The  Secret  too  fevere  ! 
Blefs  your  wife  head  ! — our  Secret  may  not  flrike  it, 
But  many  of  the  Family  may  like  it. 
And,  learn,  before  The  Secret  you  defpife, 
To  be  ill-natur'd  is  not  to  be  wife. 

Another 
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Another  of  the  Family  !— 1  i^y  him  ;    [_Lsx>K*  to  the  Boxes. 
With  a  fmart,  lively  lady,-  fitting -by  him. 
'Tis  Mailer  Jacky  ;— he  is  thinking  deep 
Upon  The  Secret. — No  ; — he's  fait  afleep. 
Don'r  jog  hi^n,  Madam  !— he  is  one  of  thofe 
Who  think  as  well  whether  they  wake  or  dofe. 
And  many  brothers  of  this  Family 
Are  as  like  Jacky  as  pea  is  to  pea : 

But  ftill,  though  dull,  their  prefence,  here,  does  good  ; 
It  helps  to  prop  the  Houfe  ; — and  fo  does  wood.  , 

You  like  The  Secret, '  Lady  Fair,  I'm  fure. 

[to  another  part  of  the  Boxes* 
To  one  fo  young,  a  Secret  is  fo  pure  ! 
Nay,  vote  a  Secret,  and  'twill  always  follow 
All  Females,  in' the* Houfe,  are  for  it,  hollow. 
For  you /my  merry  friends !  we  foon  may  learri  [.'a  the  Galleries. 
How  your  opinions  on  The'Secret  turn. 
Good  fouls  !  you  never  from  the  queftion  mrink  : — 
You're  pretty  loud  in  telling  what  you  think. 

But,  ah!  there  is  one  Secret  ftill  behind, 
Our  Bard,  to-night>  has  ftruggled  hard  to  find. 
'Tis  one  on  which  depends  his  Rife  or  Fall ; — 
k  is  the  Secret — how  to  pleafe  you  All. 


Written  by  the  fame  Author,    and  printed  for 
T.CADELL,  Jux.  and  W.  DAVIES,  Strand. 
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THE  TURNPIKE  GATE. 


ACT   I. 

SCENE    L 

A  Public  Houfe — Sign  the  Admiral  R.  li. 
a  Turnpike  and  Houfe,  L.  H.  in  back 
ground  a  Milk  Houfe  with  latticed  Windows, 
SMART  dij "covered  preparing  Guns  for  Jt 'loot- 
ing. 

Sir  EBWARD  (within). 

»^MART,    get  the  guns  ready.     Is  my  new 
Keeper  come  from  the  Lodge  ? 
&7nart.  No,  Sir  Edward. 

PEGGY  croj/es  the  ji 'age  with  a  milk  jug. 

Servant,  Mifs  Peggy — (Jliefneers) — Ugh  !  A 
kifs  from  my  mafter  has  raifed  your  nofe  an  inch 
higher,  I  fee. 

Peggy.  Joke  with  your  equals  man ;  don't 
talk  to  me.  [Exit  L.  H.  conceitedly. 

Smart.  I  mail  make  you  remember  this.  My 
matter's  Grand  Turk  here.  He  monopolizes 
all  the  wenches. 

B  Enter 
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Enter  HENRY  BLUNT  L.H.  in  floating  Dreft, 
with  Gun,  (Jinging). 

Henry.  Morrow  fellow  fervant — Sir  EdwarcJ 
flwring  ? 

Smart.  Yes  :  juft  afked  for  you :  mind  your 
hits  to-day,  Mr.  Henry.  You  (hot  for  your 
place,  and  won  it ;  but  you'd  better  not  out- 
fhoot  Sir  Edward. 

Henry.  Oh  !  ho  ! — vain  of  his  abilities  that 
way,  ha  ? 

Smart.  That  way  !  yes,  and  every  other  $ 
I've  dropped  being  his  rival  fome  time. 

Henry.  Sir  Edward  feems  to  have  a  fine  eftate 
here  ? 

Smart.  Yes,  that  belonging  to  the  lodge  is 
eight  hundred  a  year;  the  Upland  Farm  three ; 
and  his  eftate  in  Norfolk  as  much  as  both. 

Henry.  The  lodge  being  but  at  the  head  of 
the  village,  why  does  he  prefer  a  bed  at  this 
Public  Houfe  ? 

Smart.  Pleafure,  Sir,  pleafure — but  here 
comes  one  anfwer  to  your  two  queftions. — Step 
this  way,  and  I'll  give  you  another. 

{They  retire,  R.  H. 


PEGGY  from  the  Milk  Honfe,  followed  by 
ROBERT  MAYTHORN. 

Robert.  If  that  be.  your  mi  rid,  Peggy,  it 
can't  be  help'd — If  you  can't  love  me,  you 
can't. 

z  Sir 
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SirEdtv.  (ivithin).  Peggy,  my  dear ;  bring 
my  breakfaft. 

Peggy*  Coming,  Sir  Edward. — I've  only- 
been  to  fetch  the  cream.  You  hear,  Robert. 

Robert.  Yes, — I  do  heart  and  zee  too — I 
be  neither  deaf  nor  blind. 

Peggy.  The  young  Baronet  expedls  me 
above. 

Robert.  Tis  well  if  old  Belzeebub  don't  ex- 
peel:  thee  below,  zo  there's  an  end  o'that  : — 
however,  d'ang  it,  let's  fhake  hands. 

Peggy.  Paws  off,  if  you  pleafe  ; — your  hands 
are  rough,  man,  and  I  can't  bear  any  thing 
dirty  or  fun-burnt. 

SONG— PEGGY. 
Pray,  young  man,  your  fuit  givfe  over, 

Heav'n  defign'd  you  not  for  me  ; 
Ceafe  to  be  a  whining  lover, 

Sour  and  fweet  can  ne'er  agree  : 
Clownifh  in  each  limb  and  feature, 

You've  no  fkill  to  dance  or  ling  ; 
At  beft  you're  but  an  aukward  creature, 

I,  you  know,  am  quite  the  thing. 

II. 

As  I  foon  may  roll  in  pleafure, 

Bumpkins  I  muft  bid  adieu  ; 
Can  you  think  that  fuch  a  treafure 

E're  was  dcftin'd,  man,  for  you  ? 
No — mayhap,  when  I  am  carry'd, 

'Mongft  the  great  to  dance  and  fing, 
To  fome  great  Lord  I  may  be  marry'd  ; 

AH  allow — I'm  quite  the  thing. 

jtz  "  Beaux 
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III. 

"  Beaux  to  me  will  then  be  kneeling, 

tl  Ma'am,  I  die,  if  you  don't  yield  : 
"  Let  'em  plead  their  tender  feeling, 

"  While  my  tender  heart  is  fteel'd. 
"  When  I  dance  they'll  be  delighted, 

"  Ravifh'd  quite  to  hear  me  fing, 
"•  At  Routs,  whenever  I'm  invited, 

•'  All  will  fwear — I'm  quite  the  thing." 

[Exeunt. 

HENRY  BLUNT  and  SMART  advance. 

Smart.  Ha  \  ha  !  Oh,  you  bumpkin  !  I  was 
romping  with  his  fweetheart  laft  night,  and  he 
was  at  me  like  a  bull-dog ;  the  maftiff  would 
bite,  fir ;  but  we  have  muzzled  him. 

Henry.  As  how  ? 

Smart.  Management,  Sir :  his  father  lives  at 
that  Turnpike  Houfe,  which,  with  a  fmall  Dairy 
and  Farm,  he  holds  of  Sir  Edward  :  the  old 
fellow  has  feen  better  days ;  the  Admiral  who 
died  a  twelvemonth  fince,  and  to  whom  Sir 
Edward  is  heir  at  law,  was  very  partial  to  him. 
and  his  daughter,  for  during  his  life  they 
needed  nothing ;  but  being  in  arrears  for  rent,, 
they  are  all  muzzled  now  ;  all  at  Sir  Edward's 
mercy  j  young  Sulkey  therefore  muft  lofe  his 
fweetheart ;  and  as  to  the  Turnpike  Beauty,. 
his  fitter,  we  have  offered  her  a  curricle,  and  if 
flic  does  not  fport  it  in  Bond-ftreet  in  lefs  than 
a  month,  we  don't  underftand  trap. 

Henry. 
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Henry.  What,  fhe  encourages  him  ? 

Smart.  A  little  coy,  or  fo  ;  but  (he's  one  of 
your  die-away  dames ;  in  the  dumps  too  at 
prefent  for  the  lofs  of  her  "  True  Lovier,"  (a 
booby  Sailor) :— but  I'll  bet  fifty  (he's  eafier 
had  than  little  forward  here,  with  all  her  ava- 
rice- and  vanity. 

Henry.  And  thefe  are  the  reafons  for  Sir 
Edward's  lodging  here  ? 

ROBERT  appears  L.  H. 

That's  the  lad  who  tried  his  fkill  with  me  for 
the  Gamekeeper's  place  ? 
Smart.  The  fame. 


ROBERT  advances. 

Henry.  Morrow,  brother  fportfman  —  you 
fhoot  well. 

Robert.  Yes,  Sir — and  you  better. — How- 
ever, 'twas  all  fair,  and  I  do  wifh  you  joy  of 
the  place. 

Henry.  Nay,  the  place  may  be  your's  yet  r 
— I  am  elected  only  to  trial,  and  felf  recom- 
mended :  my  character,  when  it  comes,  may 
not  pleafe  Sir  Edvvard. 

Robert.  Mayhap  you'd  pleafe  him  beft  with 
noo  character  at  all.  You  be  much  in  favour,, 
be'nt  you,  Mr.  Smart  ? — (jidkily). 

Smart.  Ha'! — (Stares,  and  wakes  Jigns  of 
boxing] — Oh  !  [^.rz;. 

Henry... 
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Henry.  Things  are  a  little  changed  fines  Sir 
Edward  came  among  you.  Ha  Robert  ? 

Robert.  Yes,  Sir ;  another  Laayer  would  ha 
done  lefs  mifchief  in  the  parifh  ;  but  it  is  not 
the  firft  time  the  devil  got  into  Paradife. 

[Robert  retires  to  Milk  Houfe. 


Enter  JOE  STANDFAST  L.  H.  Jinging,  (his 
Knee  bound.)      j 

Joe.  So,  Mailer  Blunt — prepared,  I  fee,  to 
give  the  birds  a  broadfide.  Ah  !  there's  the 
old  boy — (looking  atjign] — who  has  given  our 
enemies  many  a  broadfide  !  Blefs  your  old 
weather-beaten  phiz. — (Bows  to  him.) 

Henry.  You're  very  polite. 

Joe.  To  be  fure  I  am — I  flrike  my  main-top 
to  him  by  way  of  falute,  every  morning  before 
I  {low  my  locker :— that's  the  face  of  an  honeft 
heart,  Matter  Blunt. — 'Tis  not  to  be  fure  clone 
to  the  life  ;  but  what  the  painter  han't  made 
out,  a  grateful  mind  can:  I  fought  under  him 
when  he  was  Captain,  and  twice  after  he  was 
Vice. — He  made  me  Mafter  after  our  firft  brufll, 
and,  but  for  this  fplintered  timber  of  mine,  I'd 
been  by  his  fide  in  the  Weft-Indies,  when  the 
brave  old  boy  died.  Died  !— I  lie,  he  did  not 
die ;  for  he  made  himfelf  immortal !  His  good- 
nefs  laid  me  up  in  a  fnug  cabin  here  on  the 
larboard  tack,  made  me  a  freeholder  with  30!. 
a  year,  and  when  your  mafter,  his*  Honour's 
coufm  and  heir,  fleers  by  the  compafs  of  true 
glory,  as  the  Admiral  did,  he  mall  have  my 

vote 
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for  failing  into  the  port  of  Parliament ;  if 

he  gets  it  before,  damme  ! 

Henry.  Sir  Edward  refembles  him  at  leaft  in 
his  fondnefs  for  the  fex,  it  feems. 

Joe.  Why,  to  be  fure,  the  old  buck  did  love 
the  lafies — What  brave  fellow  does  not  ?  We 
Tars  live  but  to  love  and  fight  ;  but  the 
wenches  often  jilt  us,  Mafter  Blunt,  for  all 
jthat. 

SONG— JOE. 

Britannia's  fons  at  fea, 

In  battle  always  brave, 
Strike  to  no  pow'r,  d'ye  fee, 

That  ever  plough'd  the  wave. 

Fal,  lal,  k! 
But  when  we're  not  afloat, 

'Tis  quite  another  thing ; 
We  Itrike  to  petticoat, 

Get  groggy,  dance  and  fing. 

Fal,  lal. 

II. 

*'  There's  Portfmouth  Polly,  Ihe, 

5<  When  forc'd  to  go  afhore, 
f  •  Vow'd  conftancy  to  me, 

'*  And  fometimes  twenty  more. 

"  Fal,  laJ. 
"  But  give  poor  Poll  her  due, 

•"  For  truth's  a  precious  thing, 
*/  With  none  but  Sailors  true 

"  Would  (he  drink  grog  and  ling. 

"  Fal,  lal." 

With 
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With  Nancy  deep  in  love, 

I  once  to  fca  did  go ; 
Return'd,  ihe  cry'd,  "  By  Jove'. 

"  I'm  married,  dearefr  Joe." 

Fal,  ld.—(Mitmch  her). 
Great  guns  I  fcarce  could  hold, 

To  find  that  I  was  flung ; 
But  Nancy  prov'd  a  fcold, 

Then"!  got  drunk,  and  fung 

Fal,  lal.— (Hic(ups). 

IV. 

At  length  I  did  comply, 

And  made  a  rib  of  Sue; 
What  tho'  fhe'd  hut  one  eye? 

It  pierc'd  my  heart  like  two. 

Fal,  lal. 
And  now  I  take  my  glafs, 

Drink  England  and  my  King ; 
Content  with  my  old  lafs, 

Get  groggy,  dance,  and  iing — (Hiccup.') 
Fal,  lal. 

MARY  appears  dejected;  inker  Hand  a  News- 
paper. 

Joe.  Yes,  yes,  the  old  boy  lov'd  the  fex*,  I 
grant  j  but  he  never  hung  out  falfe  -colours  to 
deceive  the  innocent  -3  and  if  in  the  heat  of 
aclion  his  paffions  gave  a  wound,'  he  never 
refted  till  he  found  a  balm  to  heal  it  again — 
( looking  with  kindnefs  at  Mary ). — Ah!  blefs 

thy 
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thy  little  tender  heart;  I  with,  for  thy  fake,  he 
had  liv'd  to  come  home  again ! 

Henry.    Does  (he  grieve  for  the   Admiral, 
who  died  more  than  a  year  fince  ? 

Joe.  Why,  no;  but  (he's  the  child  of  ill- 
luck.  Her  fweetheart,  you  fee,  about  four 
years  fince,  was  down  here  at  the  Lodge,  when 
their  hearts,  it  feems,  were  fecretly  grappled  to 
each  other.  The  lad  was  a  favourite  of  the 
Admiral,  and  went  out  to  the  Indies  with 
him  :  there  he  got  promotion;  and  when  death 
flruck  the  old  boy's  flag,  and  no  will  left,  this 
lad,  d'ye  fee,  was  their  (heet  anchor;  but  re- 
turning home,  in  the  very  chops  of  the  Chan- 
nel they  engag'd  an  enemy,  and  after  three 
hours  hard  fighting,  the  Mounfcer  flruck ;  but 
her  poor  lad,  Lieutenant  Travers,  was  among 
the  brave  boys  that  fell.  Had  he  liv'd,  he  had 
now  been  promoted.  The  newfpaper  (he  holds 
in  her  hand  brought  the  account  but  two  days 
fince. 

Henry,  Then  you  frem  to  think,^fpite  of 
your  experience,  (lie  is  iincere  ? 

Joe .  Why,  if  death  and  difappointment  don't 
make  folk  fincere,  what  mould  ?  But  a  braver 
lad,  they  fay,  never  kept  the  mid-watch. 

[Mary  weeps,  and  retires. 
Poor  wench  !  No  wonder  it  makes  her  weep — 
tough  as  my  heart  is,  damme,  but  it  almoft 
fets  my  pumps  a-going! — But  he  died  as  a 
BritiQi  feaman  (hould,  in  the  lap  of  victory; 
and  his  death  was  glorious!  And  I  dare  fay 
he  did  not  fight  the  worfe  for  loving  a  pretty 
girl. 

c  Henry, 
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Henry.  If  you  doubt  that,  hear  the  ftory  cf 
poor  Tom  Starboard. 

" 

SONG—HENRY. 

. 

Tom  Starboard  was  a  lover  true, 

As  brave  a  tar  as  ever  fail'd ; 
The  duties  ableft  teamen  do 

Tom  did;  and  never  yet  had  fail'd. 
But  wrecked,  as  he  was  homeward  bound. 

Within  a  league  of  England's  coaft, 
Love  fay'd  him  fure  from  being  drown'd, 

For  more  than  half  the  crew  were  loft. 

n. 

In  fight  Tom  Starboard  knew  no  fear  ; 

Nay,  when  he  left  an  arm — refign'd, 
Said,  Love  for  Nan,  his  only  dear, 

Had  fav'd  his  life,  and  Fate  was  kind. 
And  now,  tho'  wreck'd,  yet  Tom  returned, 

Of  all  pail  hardihips  made  a  joke; 
I'or  Hill  his  manly  bofom  burn'd 

With  love — his  heart  was  heart  of  oak  I 

in. 

His  ftrength  reflor'd,  Tom  nimbly  ran 

To  cheer  his  love,  his  deftin'd  bride? 
But  falfe  report  had  brought  to  Nan,  j 

Six  months  before  her  Tom  had  died. 
With  grief  ihe  daily  pin'd  away, 

No  remedy  her  life  cou'd  fave; 
And  Tom  atriv'd — the  very  day 

They  laid  his  Nancy  in  the  grave! 

{Joe  and  Henry  Blunt  go  into  Admrat, 

Old 
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O/</MAYTHORN  and  ROBERT  advance  from 
MiQc-houfc. 

Old  May.  Nay,  nay,  boy,  bridle  thy  tem: 
per ;  Sir  Edward  is  licentious,  hc-t-brain'd,  ana 
giddy ;  but  fo  he  don't  difhonour  us 

Robt.  Aye,  to  be  fure  !  Let  the  vox  devour 
the  lamb,  and  zay  nothing.  Pegg  at  the  Adr 
miral  is  mark'd  for  'un  already;  and  he  muft 
have  Mary  too,  or  you'll  no  longer  have  the 
turnpike,  farm,  or  dairy. 

Old  May.  I  don't  fear  Sir  Edward,  boy, 
more  than  thy  temper — I  always  underflood 
from  the  good  Admiral  that  I  was  rent-free; 
yet  Sir  Edward  claims  arrears  for  years  pad ; 
and  as  I  have  no  acquittal  to  (hew,  'we  mud 
take  care  what  we  do.  Thou  fhouldft  not  have 
beat  his  fervant  laft  night.  ' 

Robt.  Damn  un !  the  rogue's  no  better  than 
a  pimp ;  and  if  it  wer'n't  for  bringing  you  and 
zifter  to  poverty— — 

Old  May.  There  again — I  was  going  to  tell 
thee,  boy,  that  Mary  is  not  thy  Jijter. 

Robt.  No! 

Old  May.  No !  She's  a  natural  daughter  of 
the  late  Admiral.  At  three  months  old,  her 
mother  dying,  he  plac'd  her  under  my  care,  to 
be  brought  up  as  my  own  child ;  but  as  (he 
(poor  innocent)  muft  now  {hare  our  lot,  I 
charge  thee,  boy,  not  even  to  hint  it  to  her— 
twou'd  break  her  heart. — Hum ! 

[Mary  advances,  Robert  retires  R.  H. 

C    2  ;          Old 
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May.  Don't  weep,  my  deareft  lamb*— 
"Heaven's  will  be  done  ! — It  is,  I  own,  a  woeful 
change ! 

Mary.  Ah,  Sir!  the  Admiral,  whofe  good- 
jiefs  gave  us  abundance;  whofe  parental  kind* 
nefs  (for  fuch  it  was)  kept  me  at  fchool,  and 
tred  me  as  his  daughter  j  his  lofs  was  heavy  to 
us  all:  and  now  my  deareft  William  too!  our 
only  hope  !  after  five  years  abfence — (weeps] — 
Oh  !  had  he  but  furviv'd 

Old  May.  Aye,  aye,  child,  had  he  and 
the  good  Admiral  return'd,  your  union  would 
have  been  bleft  with  abundance ! — Ah  1  well  1 
we  have  feen  better  days !  but  we  muft  now 
fubmit.  [Exit. 

Mary.  Oh  !  how  chang'd  is  all  the  world  to 
me ! — Objects  which  us'd  to  infpire  delight^ 
now  only  ferve  to  increafe  my  affliction  ! 

SONG.— MARY. 

The  poplar  grove  his  prefence  grac'd. 

Where  William  oft  wou'd  blcfs  me; 
The  fmooth-bark  tree — the  turf  he  trac'd 

Witrh  love-knots*— now  diftrefs  me! 
The  filent  lane,  the  bufy  field* 

All  gladlbme  once,  feem  dreary; 
No  place,  alas!  can  pleafure  yield, 

fc'en  life's  a  blank,  to  Mary!  [Exit* 

' 

i  Enter 
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Enter  Sir  EDWARD  ivitlt  gun,  &V.  #,  //. 

-Sir  Edw.  Take  out  the  greyhounds,'  and 
give  them  a  courfej  and  let  the  groom  exercife 
the  curricle  horfes. 

CRACK  Jltps  from  behind  the  public-honfe. 

Crack,  Sir,  I'll  exerciie  the  curricle  and 
hories,  and  I'll  give  the  dogs  a  courfe. 

Sir  Ediv.  Are  you  there,  my  impudent  friend  ? 

Crack.  That  epithet  does  not  fuit  me,  Sir — • 
I'm  remarkably  modejt.  Many  pretend  to  do 
what  they  can't;  fuch,  I  allow,  are  impudent. 
Now,  I  can  do  every  thing,  and  I  don't  pretend 
at  all. 

Sir  Edw.  And  pray,  who  are  you,  that  are 
To  very  officious  ? 

Crack.  If  you  wifh  to  make  me  your  bofom 
friend,  don't  puzzle  me:  but,  Sir,  I  believe  I 
am  the  overteerof  the  parifh  5  for  I  vifit  all  the 
ale-houfes  every  Sabbath-day. 

Sir  Edw.  Yes,  and  moil  other  days — I  faw 
you  drunk  laft  night. 

Crack.  Purely  out  of  refpecl:  to  fobriety — I 
told  you  I  was  the  overfeer.  My  neighbours 
have  weak  heads-,  and  as  their  wives  and  fa- 
milies  depend  upon  the  labour  of  their  hands, 
rather  than  they  fhou'd  neglect  their  duty,  I 
ibmetimes  drink  their  (hare,  and  my  own  too — 
J  fav?d  five  from  being  drunk  laft  night,  and 
that's  hard  work — however,  good  deeds  reward 
themfelves. 

Sir 
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Sir  Edw.  Upon  my  honour,  I  was  not  ac- 
quainted with  your  virtues— (  bowing}. 

Crack.  No,  Sir,  few  are — (botvs)—~ or  I 
ftiould  not  blufli  fo  often  as  I  do,  by  blowing 
the  trumpet  of  my  own  praiie. 

Sir  Edw.  And  pray,  Sir,  how  do  you  get 
your  living  ? 

Crack.  Sometimes  one  way — fometimes  ano- 
ther: I  am  firft  ringer  of  the  bells,  and  fecond 
huntfman  to  Old  Tantivy;  and  though  its  not 
in  my  power  to  improve  the  weak  heads  of  n\y 
neighbours,  yet  I  often  mend  their  faulty  un- 
derftandings —  (pointing  to  his  Jkoes  )— -ecce 
fignum — (Jheicing  his  apron  r 

Sir  Edw.  Any  thing  rat  her  t-hanwork,  ha? 

Crack.  Any  work,  Sir,  to  get  an  honed 
penny — Twice  a  week  I  turn  pack-horie;  \ 
fetch  and  carry  all  the  letters,  packet?,  and 
parcels,  to  and  from  the  next  market-town; 
and  t'other  day  I  flood  candidate  for  cierk  of 
the  parifli;  but 

Sir  Edw.    The   badnefs  of  your  c 
prevented  your  election  ? 

Crack.  No,  Sir,  it  was  the  goodn6fs-,  of  my 
voice— You  hear  how  mufical  it  is,  when  I  only 
fpeak.  What  wou'd  it  have  been  at  an  Amen  \ 
— (zv  hi /fieri  ug). — The  parion  didn't  like  to  be 
outdone—Envy  often  deprives  a  good  man  of 
place,  £$  well  as  pcrquifitcs — (A  paufc). 

(CRACK:  laugfc',  and  then  nods.) 

Sir  Edw.  What's  that  familiar  nod  for  ? 
C  raci;.  It'o  a  way  I  have  when  I  give  con- 
fcnt. 

Sir 
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Sir  Edw.  Confent;  to  what? 

Crack.  That  you  may  give  me  what 
pleafe  above  half-a-  crown — (they  laugh) 
paufe] — Oh  !  I'm  a  man  of  my  word,  I'll 
care  to  exercife  the  curricle  and  horfes. 

Sir  Edw.  You  will? — You  had  better, take 
my  riding  coat,  and  whip  too,  and  go  in  ftile. 

[ironically. 

Crack.  Had  I  Sir? — Well;  Tarn  going  to 
market,  and  can  bring  back  your  honour's 
letters  and  parcels  at  the  fame  time;  and  in  the 
erening  we'll  all  be  jolly.  [going. 


Enter  SMART. 

Sir  Ed.  Who  is  that  familiar  gentleman, 
Smart? 

Smart.  He's  is  a  fort  of  jack-of-all-trades, 
but  chiefly  a  cobler. 

Crack.  Well;  don't  fneer  at  the  cobler-, 
many  of  your  betters  have  made  their  fortunes 
by  cobbling :  Sir  I  thank  you ;  I'm  glad  to  find 
you  more  of  a  gentleman  than  your  fervant, 
which  is  not  always  the  cafe.  I'll  look  to-  the 
curricle  and  horfes,  Sir,  before  I  drink  your 
health;  I  love  bufinefs,  and  I  hate  a  guzzler. 

•[Exit. 

Sir  Edw.  Give  this  letter  to  my  fteward, 
and  tell  him,  if  old  Maythorn  can't  pay  his 
arrears,  he  muft  arreft  him.  [Exit  Smart. 

The  old  fellow  in  confinement,  his  daughter 
Mary  will  gladly  pay  the  price  of  his  releafe. 

Enter 
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Enter  HEKRY  BLUNT,  /?.  //. 

Have  you   your   character   yet,    Blunt,    from 
your  laft  place  ? 

Henry.  No,  Sir  Edward;  I  expect  it  to  day. 

Sir  Edw.  Very  well.  Go  to  the  hill  oppo- 
fite  the  lodge ;  ihould  you  fpring  any  birds, 
don't  fhoot,  but  mark  them:  and,  d'ye  hear? 
I  have  a  little  love  afYair  upon  my  hands ;  keep 
at  a  diftance,  I  fhail  be  near  the  copfej  when 
I  need  you  I'll  fire. 

Henry.  Oh!  Sir;  I  know   my  duty. 

\Exit.  L.  If. 


ROBERT  returns. 

Sir  Edw.  You,  Sir,  direct  my  keeper  to  Bar- 
row-hill, and  don't  let  me  hear  of  your  firing 
a  gun  again  upon  my  manors,  or  you'll  vifit 
the  county  goal. 

Robert.  Shall  I?  No,  but  I  don't  think  \ 
mail  vifit  the  gad.  [Exitfulkily  after 

Blunt. 


Enter  PEGGY  in  a  Bonnet  with  a  lit  tie  Bajket. 

Sir  Edw.  Ah  !  my  bonny  lafs  in  a  bonnet ! 
— What,  you're  going  a  nutting  I  fee.  The 
cluflers  hang  remarkably  thick  in  lower  bye- 
field,  beneath  the  copfej  in  the  hedge,  joining 
the  cut  hay-flack. 

frfgy. 
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Peggy.  Ah  !  that's  the  way  you're  going  to 
ihootj  if  I  had  known  that  now,  I'd  have  chofe 
another  place. 


MARY  appears  at  her  own  Door. 

' * 


Mifs   Maythorn; — fhe's  always 
-(Smile;;)— How  do,  Mifs  Mary  ? 


Hum!  there's 
on  the  watch.— 

I'm  forry  to  fee  you  diftrefs'd. — (dfide}— Con- 
ceited Moppet:'1  [Exit  Peggy. 

Sir  Edw.  My  dear  Mary,  you  feem  dejected. 

Mary.  Misfortune,  Sir  Edward,  has'' prefs'd 
hard  upon  us  of  :late. 

Sir  Edw.  The  fault  my  love  is  yours.  J 
with  to 'be  more  the  friend  of  you  and  your 
family,  than  ever  the  late  Admiral  was. 

Mary.  Do  you,  Sir  Edward  ?         [Eagerly. 

Sir  Ediv.  Certainly.  I  with  your  father  to 
be.  rent  free.  I  long  to  give  you  an  annuity 
and  a  coach  j  take  you  to  town  and  majce  you 
happy. 

Mary.  I  doubt,  Sir,  if  that  would  make  me 
fo;  and  if  there  are  fathers  whole  necemties 
prefs  them  to  feek  iubfiftence  by  the  fale  of  a 
daughter's  virtue,  how  noble  were  it  in  the 
wealthy  to  pity  and  relieve  them?  [Exit  hajiily. 

Sir  Edw.  Stubborn  and  proud  ftill;  but  re- 
fiftance  makes  victory  glorious.  Since  foothing 
won't  do,  we'll  try  a  "little  feverity.  She's  a 
tweet  girl,  and  I  muft  have  her. 


SONG. 
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SONG. 

Lovely  woman  'tis  thou! 

To  whofe  virtue  I  bow ; 
Thy  charms  to  fweet  rapture  give  birth ; 

Thine  eleftrical  foul 

Lends  life  to  the  whole. 
And  a  blank,  without  thee,  were  this  earth? 

Qh '.  let  me  thy  foft  pow'r^ 

Ev'ry  day — ev'ry  hqur» 
With  my  heart  honour,  worlhip^  adore  ; 

Thou  prefent — 'tis  May; 

Winter,  when  thou'rt  away ; 
Can  a  man,  I  would  afk,  wiih  for  more? 

U. 

In  a  dream  oft  I've  feen, 

Fancy's  perfeft-made  queen, 
Which  waking  in  vain  have  I  fought; 

But  fweet  Mary  'twas  you, 

Rich  fancy  then  drew  ; 
Thou'rt  the  vifion  which  fleeping  fhe  wrought  j 

Lovely  woman's  foft  power, 

Every  day — every  hour, 
Let  my  heart  honour,  worftrip,  adore  ; 

Thou  prefent — 'tis  May; 

Winter,  when  thou'rt  away; 
Can  a  man,  I  would  aft,  wilh  for  more? 

[Exit.  L.  H. 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  Room  in  the  Public-houfe. 


Enter  CRACK  R.  H.  with  Sir  EDWARD'S 
Box-coat,  Whip)  and  Hat.  LANDLADY/O/- 
fototiig. 

Landlady.  Don't  tell  me:  I'll  not  believe 
Sir  Edward  ordered  any  fuch  thing. 

Crack.  I  fay  he  did— «  My  dear  Crack,"  fays 
he,  making  my  hand,  "you  had  better  take 
my  riding-coat  and  whip$  and  go  in  ftile."  And 
let  me  lee  the  man,  or  woman,  who  dare  dif- 
pute  it.—(/lrtits) — Now  I'm  a  kind  of  Bond- 
ftreet  man  of  fafhion. 

Landlady.  You  a  Bond-fcreet  man  of  fafliion ! 

Crack.  Yes,  I  am— I'm  all  outjide.  Where 
are  thofe  idle  icoundrels  ?  Oh  !  I  fee ;  they  are 
getting  the  curricle  and  horfes  ready. 

Landlady.  By  my  faith,  and  fo  they  are. — 
Well,  'tis  in  vain  forme  to  talk,  and  fo  I'll  leave 
you.  Peggy — (calling] — Where  can  this  girl 
of  mine  be!  Why,  Peggy  ! —  [Exi(. 

Crack.  I  have  often  wonder'd  why  they  drive 
two  big  horfes  in  fo  fmall  a  carriage ! — Now,  I 
find,  one's  to  draw  the  gentleman,  and  f  other 
his  great-coat! — (Jhrugs.) 

Enter  JOE  STANDFAST. 

Joe.  They  tell  me,  Crack,  that  you  are  un- 
der failing  orders  for  town.     I'm  bound  fo  far 
B  2  d'ye 
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d'ye  fee,  on  bufinefs  for  Mafler  Blunt,  the  new 
keeper;  mayhap,  you'll  give  a  body  a  birth  on 
board  the  curricle  ? 

Crack.  Yes,  I'll  give  your  body  a  birth  on 
board  j — and  Heav'n  fend  it  a  fafe  deliverance! 

[Afidc. 

Joe.  Are  you  fteady  at  the  helm  ? 

Crack.  Unlefs  your  treat  fhou'd  make  me 
tipfey;— ^-in  that  cafe,  you  muftffteer. 

Joe.  Me  !  damme,  I'd  rather  weather  the 
Cape  in. a  cock-boat,  than  drive  fuch  a  ginger- 
bread jinkumbob  three  miles;  but  for  this  {tiff 
knee  of  mine,  I'd  rather,  walk.  Oh!  I  fee 
they're  weighing  anchor  yonder — (pointing  to 
the  /able] — but  what  need  of  this  friend  ? — 
(taking  his  coat) — the  fun  mines,  and  no  fear 
Of  a  fquall. 

Crack.  Lord  help  your  head!  We  drivers 
of  curricles  wear  thefe  to  keep  off  the  wind, 
the  fun,  and  the  duft. 

Joe.  Damme!  but  I  think  your  main  meet 
is  more  for  ihew  than  fervice. 

Crack.  Oh  !  fie  \ — We  could  not  bear  th« 
inclemencies  of  the  Summer  if  we  weren't  well 
cloathed. — But  come,  let's  mount;  and  if  we 
don't  ride  in  our  own  carriage,  we're  better  off 
than  many  who  do ;  we  pay  no  tax,  and  the 
coach-maker  can't  arreft  us. 

DIALOGUE  DUET.— CRACK  aad  JOE. 

Crack.  When  off  In  curricle  we  go, 

Mind,  I'm  a  dafMng  buck  friend  Jee, 

My 
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My  well  match'd  nags,  both  black  and  roan, 
jfoe.      Like  molt  buck's  nags,  are  not  your  own. 
Crack.  Paid  for,  I  vow, 
Jog-      •• .'     i   .      .      Avaft!  prithee,  how? 
Crack.  In  paper  at  fix  months  credit,  or  nearly. 
Joe.      No  cam? 

Crack.  Oh !  no — that's  mal-a-propos. 

We  bucks  pay  in  paper,  and  that  is  merely 

Fal,  lal,  laL 
Motb.     Fal,  lal,  lal,  la,  &c.  &c. 

II. 

Crack.  When  mounted  I,  in  flile  to  be, 

Should  fport  behind  in  livery 

Two  footmen  in  fine  clothes  array'd. 
Joe.  For  which  the  taylor  ne'er  was  paid. 
Crack.  We  men  of  ton — 

Joe.  Have  ways  of  your  own. 

(track.  Plead  privilege  to  lead  our  tradefmen  a  dance,  Sk, 

John,    when  they    call — (mimicking] — let'em  wait 
i'th'hall; 

And  two  hours  after  fend  them  for  anfwer — 

Fal,  lal,  Arc, 
»ctb.     Fal,  lal,  lal,  &c. 

III. 

. 
Jot.      If  this  be  ton,  friend  Crack,  d'ye  fee, 

We're  better  from  fuch  lumber  free. 

No  debts  for  coaches  we  can  owe; 
Crack.  Becaufe  no  one  will  truft  us  Joe ; 
Joe.      Then  I  fay  ftill — that  no  man  his  bill, 
Crack.  To  us,  for  a  carriage,  with  juftjce  can  bring  in; 
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Joe.      Then  mount— "never  mind, 

Crack.  Leave  old  Care  behind; 

Sotb.     Or  fhou'd  he  o'er  take  us,  we'll  fall  a  fmging-*-    • 

Pal,  lal,.  lal,  &c- 
Fal,  lal,  la,  &c. 

\Exeunt, 


EN»  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE   I. 

A  romantic  rural  Profpect  —  On  L.  H.  a  cut 
Jlay-ftack.  —  In  the  Back-ground  a  diftant 
View  of  white  Cliffs  and  the  Sea. 

HENRY  BLUNT  enters. 

Henry.  A  HIS  is  Sir  Edward's  rendezvous- 
he  does  not  want  tafte.  The  diftant  ocean,  the 
ifland,  with  its  chalky  cliffs  rifmg  from  it,  add 
to  the  beauty  of  the  fcenej  while  its  ftillnefs 
and  folitu.de  render  it  favourable  to  harmony 
£nd  love! 

SONG. 
Calm  the  winds  ;  the  diftant  ocean, 

Where  our  {hips  in  triumph  ride, 
Seems  to  own  no  other  motion 
But  the  ebb  and  flow  of  tide. 

High  perch'd  upon  his  fav'rite  fpray, 

The  thrufh  attention  hath  befpoke; 
The  ploughman,  plodding  on  his  way, 

To  liften,  flops  the  fturdy  yoke. 
B,ut  fee,  the  loud-tongu'd  pack  in  view, 

The  peopled  hills  the  cry  refound; 
The  fportfmen  joining  chorus  too, 

And  fcapt'rous  peals  of  joy  go  round. 

5  Soon, 
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Soon,  foon  again,  the  fcene  Co  gay, 

In  diftant  murmurs  dies  away  ; 
Again  from  lazy  Echo's  cell, 

No  found  is  heard  of  mirth  or  woe, 
Save  but  the  crazy  tinkling  bell 

The  fhepherd  hangs  upon  ,the  ewe. 


ROBERT  enters. 

Henry.  Honeft  Robert,  I  thought  I  had 
loft  you. 

Robt.  No !  I  was  but  juft  bye  here,  vaft'ning 
a  hurdle  to  keep  the  fheep  from  breaking  out. 

Henry.  And  Sir  Edward,  you -fay,  folicits 
your  fifler  Mary's  affection  ? 

Robt.  As.  to  affection,  he  don't  care  much 
vor  that,  I  believe,  fo  he  cou'd  get  her  good 
will. 

Henry.  Do  you  think  him  likely  to  ob- 
tain it? 

Robt.    She  mall  die  firft. 

Henry.  And  who  is  Sir  Edward's-a$point- 
ment  with  here,  think  you  ? 

Robt.  Why,  I  be  inclin'd  to  think  (but  I 
be'n't  fure)  it  i$  wi'  Mifs  Change-about  at  the 
Admiral — Speak  o'  th'  devil,  and  behold  his 
horns! — This  way.  .[They  retire — Rofart  be- 
hind the  hay-Jlack. 

Enter  PEGGY. 

Peggy.  I  heard  a  milling  as  I  pafs'd  the 
copfe.  I  began  to  think  'twas  Old  Nick ! — 
That  fellow  Robert  does  love  me  a  little,  to  be 

fure — 
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fure — but  Sir  Edward  !  if  he  (hou'd  make  me 
Lady  Sir  Edward  Dam  a  way 

ROBERT  advances. 

Robt.  (Aloud)  Hem  !'  a  little  patience,  and 
may  hap  he  will.  [Shefcreams. 

Peggy.  How  cou'd  you  frighten  a  body  fo? 

Robt.  Frighten  thee,  Peggy — it  muftn't  be 
a  trifle  to  do  that.  Have  you  fet  all  fliame  at 
defiance  ?  I  do  wonder  Old  Nick  didn't  ap- 
pear to  thee  in  thy  road  hither. 

Peggy.  Don't  you  go  to  terrify  me — now 
don't — if  you  do,  you'll  repent  it. 

Robt.  No,  Peggy! — 'tis  you  that'ul  repent. 
However,  I  do  hope  zome  warning  voice,  zome 
invizible  fpirit,  will  appear  to  thee  yet,  bevore 
it  be  too  late. 

Peggy.  You  had  better  not  terrify  me  now, 
I  tell  you — you'd  better  not. 

Robt.  Take  care  where  thee  doft  tread, 
Peggy — (foe  trembles}. — I  wou'd  not  fwear 
there  is  not  a  well  under  thy  feet — (Jkeftarts). 
— Dam  un,  here  he  is,  zure  enow  !  —  (q/ftfc). — 
One  word  more,  an'  I  ha'  done.  If  in  this  loan- 
ibme  place — -(very  folem?i} — Belzeebub  fhou'd 
appear  to  thee  in  the  likenefs  of  a  gentleman, 
wi'  a  gun  in  his  hand,  look  for  his  cloven  foot, 
repent  thy  perjuration,  and  wi'  tears  in  thy  eyes 
go  whoam  again,  and  make  thy  mother  happy. 

\Retires  again  behind  the  hay-jlack. 

Peggy.   Dear  heart !  dear  heart ! — I  wifh  I 

hadn't  come.     I'm  afraid   to  ftir  out  o'   my 

E  place3 
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place.      Oh,   lud ! — I   wiih   I  was   at   home 
again. 


Sir  EDWARD,  having  put  his  Gun  again/I  the 
Rails  of  Hay-Jtack,  Jleals  behind,  and  taps 
her  Shoulder. 

Peggy.  Mercy  upon  me,  Sir  Edward ! — I 
took  you  for  Old  Nick. 

Sir  Edzc.  You  did  me  great  honour. 

Peggy  Are  you  fure  you  have  not  a  cloven 
foot? — (looking}.— ^-1  was  caution'd  to  beware 
of  you. 

SirEdw.  By  young  Maythorn,  I  fuppofe — 
I  faw  the  impudent  raical.  Upon  my  foul,  you 
look  divinely  !  [Takes  her  to  the  R.  If. 

(Robert  JJiewsJigjis  of  dlfpleafure.) 

Is  not  that  a  fweet  cottage  in  the  valley? — 
Shall  I  make  you  a  prefent  of  it,  Peggy  ? 

Peggy.  Why,  Sir  Edward,  tho'  I  don't 
think  Robert  Maythorn  is  a  fit  match  for  me — 
yet,  you  know,  in  lofmg  him 

Sir  Edw.  You  have  found  a  better  match. 

Peggy.  Oh  ! — if  your  honour  means  it  to  be 
a  match! — (Sir  Edtcard  turns] — that  is,  a 
lawful  match 

Sir  Edw.  To  be  fure  I  do — you  little  rogue 
— (Jhe  repulfes  him) — Nay,  one  kifs  of  your 
pretty  pouting  lips. 


A  MUSICAL  ENTERTAINMENT.         27 

Peggy.  Why,  as  to  a  kifs,  to  be  fure  —  (wipes 

\ier  lips]  —  I  hope  no  one  fees.       [She  holds  up 

her  face  ;  a?id,  as  he  approaches,  ROBERT 

reaches  out  his  hand,jires  the  gun  >  and 

conceals  himfelf  again. 

(Sir  EDWARD  and  PEGGY  jtart.) 
Henry.  (Without)  Mark!  mark! 
(Mufic  plays.) 

Peggy.  Good  Heaven  proteft  me  !  —  'twas  Old  Nick  f 
Sir  Et/w.  'Tis  odd!  —  'twas  fure  my  gun! 

Or  Robert's  playM  feme  devilifh  trick. 
Peggy.  Ah,  me!  lam  undone! 

'Twas  fure  a  warning  voice  that  fpoke! 
Sir  Ed<w.  A  warning  voice  !—  oh,  no!      \R.ebert  fteals  off. 
Peggy.  Believe  me,  Sir,  it  was  no  joke. 
Sir  Ed<w.          •  —  One  kifs  before  we  go. 
Peggy.  Nay,  ceafe  your  fooling,  pray,  awhile, 

Your  keeper's  coming  now; 
And  mother's  hobbling  o'er  the  ftile, 
She  is—  I  fwear  and  vow  ! 

^ 

HENRY  BLUNT  enters.    R.H.  ' 


.  Hey!  —  what  the  devil  brought  you  here? 

I  pr'ythee,  man,  retire. 
Henry.  I  thought  you  told  me  to  appear, 
When  I  fhou'd  hear  you  fire. 


E    2 


Enter 
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Enter  LANDLADY  with  ROBERT,  L.  H. 

Landlady.    Where  is  this  plaguy  maid  of  mine  ? 

An't  you  a  pretty  jade  ? 
'Tis  near  the  hour  that  we  (hou'd  dine, 
*  And  yet  no  dumplings  made. 

Ptggy*         To  gather  nuts  for  you  I've  been, 
\  .; .  And  cramm'd  my  bafket  tight, 

[Mother  examines  it. 
But,  Mother,  I  old  Nick  have  feen, 

So  drc   •    em  with  the  fright. 
Robert.        With  fancy's  tale,  her  mother's  ear, 

She  knows  how  to  betray  ; 
For  flaying  out  fo  long  lhe'11  fwear, 

The  devil  iloptherway.  ..^ 

Sir-Edu;    Corae,  come,  let's  home  with  merry  glee, 

On  dinner  to  regale, 
And,  Hoftefs,  let  our  welcome  be 
A  jug  of  nut-brown  ale. 

-#/  repeat  tke  loft  verfc. 

[Exeunt  L.  H. 


SCENE  II.     Another  rural  Profpect. 
MARY  enters. 

Mary.  The  bright  evening  fun  difpels  the 
farmers  fears,  and  makes  him  with  a  fmile  an- 
ticipate the  bufmefs  of  to-morrow.     How  dif- 
ferent   our    flate  !      Our    future    day   looks 
3  dark 
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dark  and  ftormy,  and  Hope  (the  fun  which 
gladdens  ail  belide)  fheds  not  for  us  a  fmgle 

ray. 

SONG— MARY. 

'Ere  forrow  taught  my  tear;;  to  flow 
'  They  calPd  me — happy  Mary, 
In  rural  cot,  my  humble  lot, 

I  play'd  like  any  fairy ; 
And  when  the  fun,  with  golden  ray, 

Sunk  down  the  weftern  fky  ; 
Upon  the  green,  to  dance  or  play, 

The  firft  was  happy  I : 
Fond  as  the  dove,  was  ray  true  love, 

Oh !  he  was  kind  to  me ! 
And  what  was  Hill  my  greater  pride, 
I  thought  I  mould  be  William's  bride, 

When  he  returned  from  fea. 

II. 

Ah,  what  avails  remembrance  now  ? 

It  lends  a  dart  to  forrow; 
My  once-lov'd  cot,  and  happy  lot, 

But  loads  with  grief  to-morrow  : 
My  William's  buried  in  the  deep, 

And  I  am  fore  opprefs'd  ! 
Now  all  the  day  I  fit  and  weep, 

At  night,  I  know  no  reft  : 
I  dream  of  waves, — and  failors'  graves, 

In  horrid  wrecks  I  fee  ! 
And  when  I  hear  the  midnight  wind, 
All  comfort  flies  my  troubled  mind, 

For  William's  loft  at  fea. 

[Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  III.  The  Turnpike,  Sfc.  as  before, 
with  a  Bench  and  Table,  at  the  Alchoitfc 
Door.  Sir  Echvartfs  Groom  calls  "  Gale" 
Robert  opens  ?V,  and  the  Groom  croffes  tht 
Stage  with  a  Bag  of  Oafs  ;  Robert  locks  the 
Gate  y  then  enter  Joe  and  Crack,  with  a 
Trunk :  'Crack  a  little  tip/ey^  andfinging. 

Joe.  Damme,  (hipmate,  but  you  are  the 
worft  fleerfman  I  ever  met  with. 

Crack.  Don't  fay  fo ;  if  the  horfes  had  not 
run  fo  faft,  we  mould  not  have  upfet. 

Joe.  Well,  be  it  as  it  may,  we  brought  home 
one  of  the  nags  fafe. 

Crack.  There  you  miftake — it  was  the  nag 
brought  us  home  fafe  j  we  three  rode  upon  his 
back. 

Joe.  We  three  ! 

Crack.  Yes,  you,  I,  and  the  trunk. 

Joe.  Fm  forry  t'other  poor  devil  is  left  be- 
hind. 

Crack.  You're  out  again  ;  for  when  he  broke 
joofe,  he  left  us  behind ;  and  if  he  continued 
to  galiop  as  he  began,  he's  a  long  way  before. 

Joe.  Well,  melmate,  it's  your  own  bufine^s. 
My  head  !  here  comes  the  groom  ;  get  out  of 
it  how  you  can  !  There's  the  trunk — (lays  it 
on  the  table] — And  now  for  a  peep  at  the 
paper :  -I'll  not  be  overhauled,  d'ye  fee  j  and 
fo,  Friend  Crack,  I  advife  you  to  prepare  a 
good  anfwer — (goes  in  to  the  Admiral). 

Crack. 
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Crack.  I  never  was  without  one  in  my  life. 
— If  the  Groom  won't  (land  quizzing*  I'll  be 

impudent. 

n    *         r- 

Lnter  GROOM. 

Groom.  Why,  that  trunk,  you,  and  the 
failor,  for  a  light  carriage,  were  a  little  too 
weighty,  I  think,  friend. 

Crack.  Not  weighty  enough,  friend,  or  your 
trotting  nags  would  not  have  galloped  fo  faft  ; 
but  it  feems  your  and  your  horfes  wits  jump. 

Groom.  How  fo  ? 

Crack.  Why,  your  horfes,  like  you,  voted 
us  too  weighty,  and  fo  unloaded  us. 

Groom.  Unloaded  you  ! 

Crack.  Yes;  if  you  won't  believe  me,  afk. 
your  mailer's  great  coat — (gives  it) — Brufh  it, 
d'ye  hear,  it  has  been  rubb'd  already. 

Groom.  And  hav'n't  you  brought  the  black 
horfe  back  ? 

Crack.  Why,  how  you  talk  !  the  black  horfe 
would  not  bring  us  back. 

Groom.  And  where  is  he  ? 

Crack.  He's  gone. 

Groom.  Gone  !   Where  ? 

Crack.  He  did  not  tell  me  where  he  was 
going  j  I  was  not  in  his  confidence  j  when  you 
catch  him  teach  him  better  manners. 

Groom.  Dam'me,  if  ever  I  heard  the  like 
before  ! — (amazed.) 

Crack.  No,  nor  faw  the  like  behind !  He 
winc'd  like  a  devil !  the  worft  bred  horfe  I  ever 
law. 

Groom 
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Groom.  What  do  you  talk  of  ?  Not  a  better 
bred  horfe  in  the  kingdom — (with  a  knowing 
Jiang  mcumer}. 

Crack.  Then  the  manners  of  horfcs  are 
not  more  refined  than  their  matters ;  he  kick'd 
up,  as  much  as  to  fay,  that  for  you — (kicks 
up). 

Groom.  Dam'me,  but  you  feem  to  have 
made  a  very  nice  job  of  it. 

Crack.  If  you  flatter  at  hearing  half,  what 
will  you  fay  when  you  know  the  whole  ?  The 
carriage,  you  fee 

Groom.  Is  that  run  away  too  ? 

Crack.  No  ;  but  it  might,  if  I  hadn't  takea 
good  care  of  it. 

Groom.  By  driving  over  pofts,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Crack.  No  ;  by  driving  again  ft  pofts — (Oh  ! 
you'll  find  me  correct) — by  which  I  took  off 
one  wheel,  and  broke  the  other. 

Groom.  And  havn't  you  brought  it  with 
you  ? 

Crack.  Without  wheels  !  how  could  I  ? — 
'would  have  broke  my  back. 

Groom.  I  wifh  you  mayn't  get  your  head 
broke,  that's  all ! 

Crack.  So  far  from  that,  I  expect  to  be 
complimented  for  my  judgment ;  for  if  I  had 
nci,  like  a  fkilful  whip,  whipped  off  the  wheels, 
I  might  have  loft  the  carriage  and  all  its  valu- 
able contents :  by  bcins:  expert  I  have  favtd 
both. 

Groom.  Well,  friend,  you  feem  very  merry 
und«jr  misfortune,  and  I  with  you  luck;  It  was 
Sir  Edward's  own  doing,  he  can't  blame  me. 

[Exit. 
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Crack.  If  he  fhould,  I'll  make  a  neat  de- 
fence for  the  fake  of  your  nice  feeling:  damn'd 
hard,  if  at  a  battle  of  brains,  I  could  not  out- 
goffip  a  grumbling  groom.  Whenever  I'm 
puzzled,'  I  always  hum  folk:  humming's  all  the 
fafhion. 


SONG—  CRACK. 

With  a  merry  tale 

Sejjeants  beat  the  drum; 
Noddles  full  of  ale, 

Village  lads  they  hum: 
Soldiers  out  go  all, 

Famous  get  in  fcory  ; 
If  they  chance  to  fall, 

Don't  they  fleep  in  glory? 

Towdy  rowdy  dow,  &c. 

II. 
Lawyers  try,  when  fee'd, 

Juries  to  make  pliant, 
If  they  can't  fucceed, 

Then  they  hum  their  client; 
To  perfection  come, 
.  Humming  all  the  trade  is, 
Ladies,  lovers  hum, 
Lovers  hum  the  ladies. 

Towdy  rowdy  dow,  &c, 

III. 

Han't  Britannia's  fons 

Often  humm  'd  Mounfeer  ? 
Han't  they  humm'd  the  Dons  ?— 

Let  their  fleets  appear  — 

P  Strike 
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Strike  they  muft  tho'  loth, 
(Ships  with  dollars  cramm'd,) 

If  they're  not  bumm'd  both, 

TheawiUIbed , 

Towdy  rowdy  dow,  Sec* 


Old  MAY  THORN  crojjes  to  his  own  koufefrom 
R.  H.  to  L.  H.  very  difconjolate. 

Crack.  There  goes  a  man  of  forrow;  I  re- 
member him  a  jeiler :  it  may  be  my  turn  next  j 
I'll  never  joke  again  till  I  fee  a — 


Enter  STEWARD  aitd  BAILIFF. 

Lawyer  and  Bailiff! — Gentlemen,  your  humble; 
I  reverence  your  callings,  and  I  refped  your 
power,  for  you  two  are  a  match 

Bailiff.  For  what  ? 

Crack.  The  devil! — (fcngs} — Towdy  rowdy, 
&c,  {Exit  after  Joe. 


HENRY  BLUNT  enters  behind. 

Steward.  You  have  the  writ  ? 
Bailiff.  I  have,  mailer  Steward. 
Steward.  Secure  the  old  man,  and  carry  him 
to  your  houfe  till  you  have  further  orders. 

[Bailiff  goes  into  Maythorrfs. 
Henry.  Rather  fevere  of  our  mailer,  to  fend 
the  old  man  to  prifon  j  is  it  not,  Sir  ? 

Steward. 
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Steward.  Sir  Edward  is  a  young  man,  and 
loves  his  pleafures.  Bye  and  bye,  I  hope  he'll 
better  know  the  ufe  of  wealth. 

Henry.  Pray,  what  is  the  old  man's  debt  to 
Sir  Edward  ? 

Steward.  He  claims  (for  five  years  arrears 
and  all)  upwards  of  three  hundred  pounds.  I 
am  the  inftrument  of  his  feverity,  and  I  am 
forry  for  it. 

Henry.  Is  it  the  love  of  money,  or 

Steward.  I  am  afraid  not ;  the  old  man  has 
a  pretty  daughter,  who,  Sir  Edward's  fervant 
tells  me,  has  given  him  fome  encouragement. 
[Henry  Blunt  retires. 


Old  MAYTHORN,    BAILIFF,    ROBERT,   and 
MARY,  enter. 

Mary.  Oh !  my  deareft  father;  is  it  already 
come  to  this? 

Old  May.  Don't  weep,  my  child;  I  prithee 
do  not  weep. 

Robert  I  tell  ye  what,  Mr.  Steward;  I  do 
know  Zir  Edward's  tricks;  I  be  noo  vool  d'ye 
fee;  but  it  wont  do — and  zoo  you  may  tell'n  if 
you  pleafe;  I  don't  care  a  zingle  r«(h  for  him, 
por 

Old  May.  Nay,  prithee  now,  boy,  prithee — 

[Exit  Steward. 

Robert.  Why,  the  very  worm  ull  turn  when 
trod  on,  vat  her ;  and  Hi  all  we — 

Old  May.  Nay,  but  keep  thy  temper,  keep 

thy  temper  lad;  by  foothing  we  may  fettle  all, 

F  z  Robert, 
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Robert.  I  wifh  I  had  the  fettling  on't ;  dam, 
if  I  would  n't.— (threatens  n-ith  Jjl)—Zir  Ed- 
ward don't  care  a-vi-g-for  j«ftice;'-:he  do  make 
In^w'ifh,  his  will:  and  tho'  he  be  a  knight;  he 
is  but  a  man;  and  if  a  knight,  or  even  a  bar- 
row-knight, do  behave  unlike  a  man — 

Old  May.  Thou  muft  be  a  monfter!  foolifh 
boyl  I'm  vexed  tohearthee!'  Robert,  you 
vex  me. 

Mury.  Don't  agitate  yourfelf,  dear  father, 
pray  don't. — (turns  to  Robert] — Fear  not  me; 
I'll  put  myfelf  out  of  Sir  Edward's  reach;  I'll 
go  with  father  to  prifon. 

Robert.  That's  right;  goo  you  to  prifon, 
then  you'll  be  free  from  un. 

Old  May.  This  bufmefs  has  flurried  me  a 
little ;  Will  yoii  be  good  enough  (for  I  am  very 
feeble)  to  let  me  fit  down  awhile  ? 

Bailiff..  Can't  delay,  Mailer  Maythorn. 

Mary.  Reft  on  my  arm;  I  can  iupport  you 
father. — (weeps] — 

Robert.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  both  fupport  you; 
here's  mine  too. — (fappfaffing  hif  tears  ) — 
We'll  fupport  ye,  vather;  don't  ye  cry,  Mary; 
what  fignines  crying?  Don't  ye  cry,  vat'.er; 
Heaven  will  comfort  the~mnocent,  and  the 
good  man  w^n't  be  forfaken,  I  warrant  ye ! 

[Exeunt— Old  Mai/thorn,  rejl- 

ing  on  Mary  arid  Robert ; 

^the  Kaitiff  after.      11,  /f . 


Enter 
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Enter  Two  SAILORS.     L.  If. 

i/?.  Bailor.  I  believe,  mefsmate^  we  have 
Jrac'd  him  to  his  moorings. 

2(1  Bailor.  You're  right;  for  there  you  fee 
is  the  Port  Admiral. — (points  to  Jlgn] — 

i  ft.  Sailor.  Houfe!  bring  us  a  mug  of  beer. 
[They  fit  at  the  Table. 


PEGGY   brings  beer, 


A  pretty  little  tight  wench,  faith ! 

Peggy.  Yes;  pretty — but  the  grapes  are  four. 
r_Exit  with  great  conceit. 

ijl.  Sailor.  The  folk  here  will  hardly  guefs 
our  errand.: — (they  drink.) 


Enter  JOE  in  rapture,  with  New/paper,  paj/es 
the  SAILORS. 

Joe.  Here  it  is!  On  board  the  Turnpike 
a-hoy  !  Dam'me,  here  it  is: — He's  alive;  the 

boy's  alive !  And but  hold,  avaft !  the  laft 

paper  faid  he  was  dead;  this  fays  its  a  lie: 
which  (hall  I  believe? — (turning,  fees  the  Sai- 
lors)— What  cheer,  brother  Sailors?  From 
what  For  ? 

ijt.  Sailor.  Portfmouth. 

Joe.  Whither  bound  ? 
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i/.  Sailor.  Can't  you  fee  we  have  cafl  an- 
chor ? 

Joe.  I  /ay,  Bob — Mifs  Mary :  but  avaft ! 
mayhap,  they  can  inform  me.  You  have  had 
a  fevere  engagement  in  the  chops  of  the  chan- 
nel, I  hear? 

iji.  Sailor.  Yes,  we  have. 

Joe.  And  juft  as  the  Frenchman  flruck  me 
went  down  ?  Dam'me,  that  was  a  pity !  But 
we  fav'd  many  of  their  hands,  they  fay. 

i/£.  Sailor.  Yes;  and  but  it  blew  a  hard 
gale  we  mould  have  faved  more.  We  loft 
one  boat's  crew  in  picking  them  up. 

Joe.  Among  which,  mayhap,  was  poor  Will 
Travers.  Well,  dam' me,  'twas  noble;  'twas  a 
faying  of  the  old  buck  aloft,  "  Be  devils  in 
fight,  boys,  the  victory  gained,  remember  you 
are  men;"  and  as  he  preached,  fo  he  practifed. 
This  action,  my  hearties,  brings  to  my  mind 
the  one  we  fought  before  the  old  boy  had  a 
flag,  when  he  commanded  a  feventy-four. 

ijl.  Sailor.  Mayhap,  fo. 

Joe.  We  were  cruizing,  d'ye  fee,  off  the  Li- 
zard :  on  Saturday  the  zpth  of  October,  at  fe- 
ven  minutes  pad  fix,  A.  M.  A  fail  hove  in 
light,  bearing  fouth  fouth  weft,  with  her  lar- 
board tacks  on  board ;  clear  decks ;  up  fails ; 
away  we  flood;  the  wind  right  eaft  as  it  coulcj 
blow ;  we  foon  law  (be  was  a  Mounfeer  of  iupe- 
rk>r  force,  and  damn'd  heavy  metal ! 

ijL  Sailor.  A  ninety  gun  (hip,    I  fuppofe  ? 

Joe.  A  ninety.  We  received  her  fire  with- 
out a  wince,  and  returned  the  compliment; 
'till  about  five  and-twenty  minutes  paft  eight, 

wo 
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we  opened  our  lower  deck  ports,  and  as  we 
croffed  piumpt  it  right  into  her  !  we  quickly 
wore  round  her  Hern,  and  gave  her  a  fecond 
part  of  the  fame  tune ;  ditto  repeated,  as  our 
Dodlor  writes  on  his  dofes ;  my  eyes  !  how  me 
rolled  !  She  looked  like  a  floating  mountain. — 
"  'Tother  broadfide,  my  boys,"  fays  our  Cap- 
tain, and  "  dam'rae,  you'll  make  the  moun- 
tain a  molehill!"  We  followed  it  up,  every 
(hot  told  !  We  gave  her  broadfide  for  broad - 
lide,  till  her  lantern  ribs  were  as  full  of  holes  as 
a  pigeon-box  !  By  nine  (lie  had  (hiver'd  our 
canvafs  fo,  I  thought  fhe'd  have  got  off;  for 
which  (he  crowded  all  fail. 

ijl.  Sailor.  Let  the  Mounfeers  alone  fcr  that. 

Joe.  We  turned  to,  however,  and  wore  j  and 
in  half  an  hour  got  alongfide  a  fecond  time: 
we  faw  all  her  mouths  were  open,  and  we 
drenched  her  fweetly  !  She  fwallowed  cur 
Englifh  pills  by  dozens;  but  they  griped  her 
damnably  !  By  and  bye  we  brought  all  our 
guns  to  bear  at  once  ;  bang  !  me  had  it  !  Oh, 
dam'me,  'twas  a  fettler  !  In  lefs  then  iico 
minutes  after  me  cried  "  pecavi ;"  in./riv  more 
Ihe  took  fire  abaft,  and  juft  as  we  were  going 
to  board  her,  and  clap  every  lubber  upon  his 
beam  end,  whufh  !  down  fhe  went  by  the  head  t 
My  eyes,  what  a  fcreech  was  there  !  Out 
boats,  not  a  man  was  idle  ;  we  picked  up  two 
hundred  and  fifty  odd,  found  and  wounded  ;and 
if  I  did  not  feel  more  joy  of  heart  at  laving 
their  lives  than  at  all  the  victories  I  ever  had-  a 
lhare  in,  dani'rne  !  The  old  boy  above  knows 
if  to  be  true,  and  can  vouch  for  every  word  of 

it! 
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it !  Can't  yon,  my  old  buck ! — (flinging  his 
hat  up  at  him.  in  great  rapture}. 

ijl.  Sailor.  Why,  it  is  not  unlike  the  late 
action,  and  you'd  lay  ib  too,  if  you'd  been  in 
it,  .as  we  were. 

Joe.  You  in  it  ?     You  on  board  ? 

17?.  Sailor.  We  were. 

Joe.  (eagerly]  Then  tell  me  at  once,  for  f 
can't  believe  the  papers,  is  Lieutenant  Travers 
alive  or  dead  ? 

\ft  Sailor.  Alive,  and  promoted. 

Joe.  I  faid  fo — Dam' me,  I  knew  he  was 
alive;  Huzza!  old  Maythorn  !  Mary'  Bob! 
are  you  all  afleep  ? — (hollowing  at  Turnpike 
Hoiife). 

ijt  Sailor.  And  now  give  us  leave  to  aik  you 
a  question. 

Joe.  Afk  a  hundred  thoufand,  my  hearty  ! 
I'll  anfwer  all  !  Will  you  drink  any  thing 
more  ?  Bring  out  a  barrel  of  grog  !  Call  for 
what  you  like,  my  lads ;  I'll  pay  all. 

iji  Sailor.  Can  you  inform  us  of  one  Henry 
Bhint  ? 

Joe.  Aye,  to  be  fure  I  can  ;  why,  Bob,  I  fay 
— (calling] — he's  hired  as  Gamekeeper  here  to 
Sir  Edward  What  d'ye  call  him ;  Whiffligig. 
I  fay  Bob  ! 

\ft  Sailor.  Hired  as  a  Gamekeeper. 

Joe.  Yes ;  a  damn'd  good  ihot — he  mot — 
Old  Maythorn  !— (aloud.} 

\Jt  Sailor.  The  devil  he  did  !  Can  you  tell 
us  where  we  can  find  him  ? 

Joe.  Why,  he  has  not  flipped  his  cable,  has 
he  ? — (eagerly}. 

5  ijl  Sailor. 
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ijl  Sailor.  We  mould  be  glad  to  light  of 
him,  d'ye  fee. 

Joe.  I  thought  as  much  ;  dam'me,  I  knew 
he  was  a  baftard  kind  or  failor  by  his  talk ; 
but  the  lubber,  to  fkulk,  to  run  from  his  poft  ! 
Shiver  my  timbers .!  I  can't  bear  to  hear  of  a 
ieairan's  difobedience  !  But  I'll  blow  him  up 
— Why,  Bob,  I  fay !  Where  the  devil  are  ye 
all? 


Enter  ROBERT  in  hajle. 

Robert.  Here  be  I. 

Joe.  Bob,  you  dog,  where's  your  father  and 
mother  ? 

Robert.  My  mother's  in  heaven,  I  hope. 

Joe.  Pfhaw  !  dam'it  !   I  mean  your  filler. 

Robert.  She's  at  the  Bailiff's  houfe  wi* 
vather  ;  the  Steward's  arrefted  him. 

Joe.  Arrefted  your  father  !  for  what  ?  I'll 
pay  the  debt. 

Robert.  You  pay  dree  hundred  pound  ? 

Joe.  Ay,  dam'me,  three  thoufand  if  he  ne.ed 
it. 

Robert.  Yes ;  but  when  ? 

?oe.  Why  now ;  that  is,  when  I  have  it : — 
ts  1  'em  I'll  bail  him. 

Robert.  Yes ;  but  you  are  only  o«e,and  though 
one  friend  be  a  rare  thing,  a  poor  man  in  trou- 
ble muft  find  two,  and  both  houfekeepers. 

Joe.  Dam'it,  that's  unlucky  !  Shipmates, 
are  either  of  you  houfekeepers. 

ijl  Sailor.  No, 

G  JOG 
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Joe,  I  fear'd  as  much  :  but  no  matter;  go, 
tell  your  fifter,  her  dear  William's  alive  and 
well. 

Robert.  Lieutenant  Travers  alive  ! 

Joe.  Aye,  you  dog ;  alive,  and  promoted  : 
— now  you  know,  go  tell  her  the  whole  ftory, 
every  particular.  Hop,  fkip,  jump,  run — 

(P lifting  him  off. 

Tell  her  he  never  was  dead — (calling} — What 
{hall  I  do  for  another  bail  ? 


HENRY  appears  in  the  back  Ground. 

1  would  afk  this  lubber,  but  dam'me  if  I  ever 
afk  a  favour  of  a  Seaman  who  deierts  his  coun- 
try's caufe  !  There's  your  trunk.  Had  I  known 
you  before  I  would  not  have  fetch'd  it :  You  a 

Seaman — you  be hem. 

Henry.  What's  the  matter,  man  ? 

(The  Sailors  hearing  him,  turn  and  rife). 

i/2  Sailor.  Oh,  here  he  is !  noble  Captain  ! 
for  fo  you  now  are.  We  have  brought — 

(With  great  refpect.} 
Henry.  Hufh,  for  your  lives. 
Joe.  (Surprized)— Eh !     What? 
Henry.  Take  up  that  trunk,  and  follow  me 
quickly. 

[Exit  Blunt;  and  Sailors 

after  in  great  hajle. 

Joe.  Oh,  for  a  doufe  of  the  face  now  !  To 
be  lure  I'm  not  dreaming!  It  iurely  muft; 
dam'me,  here  goes,  in  ipite  of  fplinters  and 

ftiff 
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Riff  "knees — (fings  and  dances) — What  an  in- 
fernal blockhead  I  muft  be !  if  the  Bailiff  and 
Attorney  won't  take  my  word  for  the  bail,  I'll 
blow  up  one,  and  I'll  fink  the  other. 

[Pulls  of  his  Hat,  and  follow 
dancing  and  finding. 


CRACK   enters  from    the  Admiral ',    Kith  a 
Mug  in  his  Hand,  Jinging. 

Sir  Edw.  ( Aloud  without.} — Where  are  all 
my  fervants? 

Crack.  There's  Sir  Edward  ! 

Air  Edw.  Get  the  curricle  ready  immediately. 

Crack.  Oh  lord!  I  mall  be  blown  here' 
Quiz  is  the  word. 

Enter  Sir  ED  w  A  R  D  (goes  towards  May  thorns) . 

Sir  Edw.  Now,  if  Old  Maythorn  is  arrefted, 
Mary,  I  think,  is  mine. — (feeing  Crack) — 
Where  did  you  learn  mufic  ? 

Crack.  No  where,  Sir — its  a  gift :  I  was  al- 
ways too  quick  to  learn. 

Sir  Edw,  Yet  you  feem  tolerably  knowing. 

Crack.  Yes,  Sir,  knowing,  but  not  wife :  as 
many  have  honpur  without  virtue.  Come,  he; 
does  not  fmoke. — (ajlde.) 

Sir  Edw.  "  Why,  you're  witty  you  rogue  ? 

Crack.  "  Ah,  Sir !  I  wifh  I  were  as  witty  as 
"you,  and  as  rich}  or,  if  I  were  as  rich  with- 
"  out  being  as  witty,  I'd  be  content.  I  mould 
"  have  been  rich^  but  far  my  curfed  name." 

c  2  Sir 
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Sir  Edic.  "  What  may  that  be,  pray?" 

Crack.  "  My  fii-ft,  Sir,  is  Chriftopher;  my 
'*  feccnd  is  Crack.  My  father  was  a  Crack ; 
"  fo  was  my  mother;  and  being  both  Cracks, 
"  of  courie  I  was  born  a  Crack;  and  tho*  I 
"  have  mended  many,  that's  a  Crack  I  never 
"  could  mend;  it  was  my  ruin." 

Sir  Edtu.  "  Ha,  ha!  and  fo  your  name  was 
"  your  ruin  ?" — fftill  peeping.) 

Crack.  "  Yes,  Sir;  for  being  comely,  the 
"  maidens  caljed  me  *  the  Crack  of  the  village;' 
"  and  flatter}',  as  you  know  Sir,  plays  the  devil 
"  with  the  innocent;  fo,  like  one  born  to  great - 
"  jiefs  and  fortune,  and  furrounded  by  fyco- 
"  phants,  I  thought  myfelf  ali-fufficient,  'till 
"  experience  told  me,  I  had  little  wit,  and  lefs 
"  money." 

ijt.  Voice.  (Without) — Gate! 

id.  Voice.  (Without) — Gate  ! 

PEGGY  peeps  from  the  Admiral. 

Sir  Edu.i.  Mifs  Mary !  Sure,  there's  no  one 
at  home! 

Crack.  No,  Sir ;  no  one  at  all :  fo  that  there's 
no  occafion  for  your  curricle.  And  if  there 
were,  you  would  not  get  it — (afide) — You  fee, 
Sir,  I  am  up! — (ftgnificantly). 

Enter  SMART,  in  hajie. 

Smart.  .Oh.  Sir;  there's  fine  work!  Joe 
and  two  other  failors,  and  young  M  ythorn, 

have 
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have  refcued  the  old  man,  and  are  all  gone  to 
the  Ic-dge  in  triumph. 

Sir  Edzv.  To  the  lodge !  for  what  ?    Is  Mary 
with  them? 

Smart.  Yes,  Sir. 

Si?'  Ediv.  Follow  me  immediately. 

[Exit  Sir  Edward  and  Smart. 

Crack.  Yes;  we'll  all  follow  to  the  lodge, 
becaufe  the  ale  is  good. 


PEGGY  advances. 

Peggy.  Hoity  toity !  he*s  very  anxious  about 
Mifs  Maythorn,  methinks. 

Crack.  Yes;  he  was  going  to  take  her  to 
London;  but  I  took  up  a  wheel,  and  let  go  a 
horfe. 

Peggy.  Take  her  to  London. — (piqued). 

Crack.  Yes,  he  was;  and  you  don't  like  it; 
your  ftockings  are  yellow;  you  are  jealous. 

Peggy.  Jealous!  jealous  of  her!  Oh,  yes — 
that — he  (hall  never  fpeak  to  me  again:  I'll 
follow,  and  tell  him  fo. — (angrily ) . 

\Jl.  Voice.  Why,  gate,  I  lay ! 

id.  Voice.  Are  the  folk  afleep  ?    Why,  gate  ! 

[Others  hollow. 

Crack.  I  think  I'll  open  the  gate,  and  pocket 
the  pence. — (tries) — By  the  Lord  its  lock'd, 
and  the  key  gone ! 

Peggy.  Oh,  ho!  here'll  be  fine  work!  Mifs 
Mary  had  better  mind  her  bufmefs. 

[Travellers  and  Horfes 

appear  at  the  Gate. 

Crack. 
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Crack.  And  here  come  a  dozen  pack-horfes^ 
an  old  woman  and  a  baiket  of  eggs,  on  two 
tubs  of  butter,  thrown  acrofs  a  fat  mare,  with 
half  a  dozen  turkeys,  and  all  their  legs  tied.— ^ 


MUSIC. 

ijl.  Voice.  Gate,  I  fay;  why,  Gate! 

id.  Voice.   •- Gate! 

3</.  Voice .    — Gate ! 

4/£.  Voice,  i —  Gate ! 

Peggy.        Like  bells  they  ring  the  changes  o'er, 

One,  two,  three,  four ;  one,  two,  three,  four 

They  can't  come  thro' 

Crack.         •  Pray,  hold  your  prate ; 

Peggy.        What  can  we  do  ? 

Voices.       Open  the  gate ! 

Crack.        No,  no,  we  can't;  but  if  you  pleafe, 

You'll  go  round  Quagmire-hne  with  eafe, 
Peggy.        Turn  by  the  hawthorn,  near  the  mill, 
Crack.        And  if  you  ftick  i'th'  mud,  fland  ftill  1 
Peggy •       When  got  half  way;  beyond  all  doubt, 
Crack.        Each  ftep  you  take,  you're  nearer  out. 
I/?.  Voice.  I'll  be  reveng'd — mult  I,  with  load 

Beftopt  here,  on  the  king's  high  road? 
id.  Voice.  E'en  poor  folk  may  find  law  I'm  told, 
Crack.  And  lawyers  too — if  you'll  find  gold. 

Nay,  fhould  you  need — you  filly  elf, 

For  gold,  you'll  get  the  dev'l  hiBifelfl 
Voicet.        For  your  advice,  our  thanks  are  due, 

We  muft  go  round,  we  can't  get  thro'; 
You  muft  go  round — you  can't  come  thro'. 
[Exeunt 
SCENE 
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SCENE  the  Lajt.     The  Infide  of  the  Lodge. 


,  MARY,  ROBERT,  JOE,  and 
STEWARD,  enter.  L.  H. 

Joe.  fas  he  enters,  Jings)  —  "  We'll  fing  a 
little,  and  laugh  a  little,  &c."  Your  dear 
William's  alive  and  well,  my  fvveet  girl,  with 
his  limbs  whole,  and  his  love  true,  my  life  on't. 
So,  hang  it,  don't  be  fad  now  the  fun  mines. 

Robert.  —  (with  affection.}  —  Oh!  'tis  her 
joy,  mun,  that  makes  her  fad  now.  Is  not  it, 
Mary? 

Old  May.  And  did  the  keeper  kindly  fay, 
he  would  fatisfy  Sir  Edward  ? 

Joe.  He  did,  my  old  friend. 

A  SAILOR  enter  sy  and  takes  STEWARD  off\ 
R.  H. 

You  fee,  I  fancy  he  has  fent  for  the  Steward 
for  that  purpofe. 

Alary.  Oh,  Jofeph  !  you  are  our  better  an- 
gel !  Heavens  !  here's  Sir  Edward  ! 

Sir  EDWARD  enters  in  hajle. 

Sir  Eckc.  Heyday  !  What  does  all  this  mean  ? 
Joe.  Mean  !  that  Mr.  Blunt  is  going  to  an- 
fwer  your  demands  on  the  old  man  <here. 
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Sir  Edw.  He  anfwer! — where's  my  fleward? 
'Ji  pajflon.} 

Joe.  (Firmly}  Stepp'd  to  your  keeper,  to 
overhaul  accounts,  and  prepare  a  receipt  for 
you,  I  take  it. 

£ir  Edw.  Without  my  concurrence ! — Order 
the  bailiff  to  take  old  Maythorn  into  cuftody 
immediately. 

Robt.  (  Steps  before  his  father}  No,  I  don't 
think  he'll  do  that  again. 

Sir  Edw.  Indeed,  Sir!  and  which  of  thefe 
fellows  was  it  who  dared  to  effect  a  refcue? 


HENRY,  in  his  real  Character  of  Captain, 
TR AVERS,  dreftinhis  Uniform,  enter  fud- 
dcnly — STEWARD  follows  with  a  Will. 

Trovers.  Thatfellou\  Sir,  was  7,  and  ready 
to  anfwer  it  in  any  way  you  think  proper. 

Mary.  Heavens ! — my  William ! 

Trovers.  My  deareft  Mary ! — ( turns  to  her.} 

Joe.  Did  not  I  tell  you  he  was  right  and 
tight? — Now,  then,  clear  decks.  I  fuppofe  he 
IVOR* t  furrender  without  a  rumpus. 

[Mary  is  flocked — Old  Maythorn    and 
Tracers  fuppart  her. 

Sir  Edtv.  So,  fo!  a  champion  in  difguife!  — 
And  i TAV,  Sir,  on  what  authority  have  you 
done  this  ? 

Trarers.  On  one,  Sir — (turns  quickly] — pa- 

ramount 
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ramount  to  any  you  poflefs — a  will  of  the  late 
Admiral. 

Sir  Edw.  A  will? 

Trovers.  Aye,  Sir,  a  will! — by  which  this 
lady,  and  not  you  (as  you  have  for  feme  time 
fuppofed),  fucceeds  to  his  eftates.  Your  at- 
torney, who  holds  it  in  his  hand,  will  inform 
you.  of  particulars. 

Sir  Edw.  The  devil! 

Tracers.  Confult  him;  and  the  (boner  you 
give  pofleflion  the  better. 

[STEWARD  fc  lie  its  Sir  ED  w  A  R  D'S 
attention — they  retire* 

Joe.  Aye,  aye,  iheer  off,  or  dam' me,  but  you 
muft  bear  a  broadfide. 

Trovers.  Pardon,  my  deareft  Mary,  this  trial 
of  your  conftancy.  "  The  good  Admiral,  your 
*4  honoured  father 

Mary.  "  My  father! 

Old  'May.  «  Yes,  child,  he  was  your  father." 

Tracers.  "  During  his  illnefs  in  the  Weft- 

*  Indies,  he  committed  his  will  to  my  care — 
'    for  us,  love,  he  has  provided  amply;  and-  to 

*  .  his  old  friend  here  he  has  bequeathed   the 

*  Upland  Farm  and  houfe  of  three    hundred 
'    a  year." — The  report  of  my  death  prompted 
this  ftratagem,  for  which  I  a/k 

Enter  CRACK  and  PEGGY. 

Crack.  (Aloud )  By  the  Lord,  the  folk  at  the 
turnpike  are  all  ftopp'd ! 
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Joe.  Stop  your  mouth ! — (flopping  it ). 
Crack.  Hey — what — oh  I 

[Joe  takes  Peggy  and  Crack  q/ide,  and 
tells  zvhat  has  happened. 

(Sir  EDWARD  dwrf  STEWARD  advance.) 

Steward.  'Tis  even  fo,  indeed — (gives  Tra- 
vers  the  will). 

Travsrs.  I  hope,  Sir  Edward,  you  are  fa- 
tisfied. 

Sir  Ediv.  This  is.  not  the  place  to  difpute 
it,  Sir. 

Tr avers.  Before  we  part  (left  my  character 
might  offend  your  morality),  give  me  leave  to 
icfign  my  office. 

Robt.  That's  right,  Captain j  and  make  I 
gamekeeper  in  dead. 

Travers.  That  I  will,  Robert,  and  bailiff 
too. 

Robt.  (  With  authority)  Then  I  warn  you, 
Sir  Edward,  not  to  vire  a  gun  again  upon  my 
manors,  or  I'll  zend  you  to  the  county  gaol — 
I  will,  as  fure  as  you're  born. 

Sir  Echo.  (Aloud')  Order  my  curricle — I'll  fet 
off  immediately  for  town.  [Exit  Sir  Edward. 

(CRACK  advances  with  JOE  and  PEGGY.) 

Crack.  You  had  better  go  in  the  mail— 
(calling  after  him'} — they'll  be  fome  time  get- 
ting the  curricle  ready. — Won't  you  follow  your 
Twain,  Mifs  Peggy? 

2  Peggy. 


A  MUSICAL   ENTERTAINMENT.          £1 

Peggy.  Prithee,  be  quiet— (  advances  to  Ro- 
bert )'. — I  hope  young  Mr.  May  thorn  here— 
(pulling  his  coat,  and  making  a  curtfey.) 

Robt.  Hem ! —  Puws  off,  if  you  pleafe,  my 
Lady  Sir  Edward  Dafhaway.  —  Its  my  turn 
now.  However,  if  in  a  year  or  two's  time* 

Peggy.  Dear  heart  1 — a  year  or  two  is  fuch  a 
long— 

Robt.  Oh ! — if  you  are  not  content 

Peggy.  Yes — I  am — I  am  content. 

Traotrs.  Aye,  aye,  contented  all — and  while 
friends  and  fortune  continue  thus  to  fmile,  let 
us  in  love  and  harmony  manifeft  our  grati- 
tude. 

FINALE. 

graven.  Love's  ripen'd  harveft  now  we'll  reap, 

My  fancied  dream's  reality; 
Here  Mary  ftill  the  gate  fhall  keep, 
I  mean^of  hofpitality. 

Mary.  And  for  the  tafk,  the  toll  I  afk 

(Still  mindful  of  my  lot  of  late), 
(To  the  audience)  Is  from  this  court  a  good  report, 
To-morrow,  of  our  Turnpike  Gate. 

Peggy.  We  bar-maids,  like  the  lawyers,  find 

Words  at  the  bar,  for  tolls  will  flow ; 
Some  we  in  cajh  take,  fome  in  kind', 
At  all  toll-bars  no  truft  you  know. 

Robt.  The  doftor  too— 'tis  nothing  new, 
Will  hardly  ever  tolls  abate  ; 
Then  give  us,  pray,  on  this  high  way, 
Your  leave  to  keep  ;he  Turnpike  Gate. 

Crack 


IJfc  THE  TURNPIKE  GATE,  Sec. 


Pd  alk  the  bachelors  of  mode, 

And  fpinftcr:, — are  you  free  of  toll? 
Orjsa,  that  jogg  the  married  road? 
Oh !  no — your're  not,  upon  my  foul ! 

Joe-  Then  fince  'tis  clear,  mofi  of  you  here 

Pay  fwinging  tolls — in  ev'ry  ftate, 
Grudge  not,  we  pray,  the  toll  to  pay 
Here  nightly  at  our  "  Turnpike  Gate^' 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


A  S  the  two  tranflations  which  have  been 
publifhed  of  Kotzebue's  "  SPA- 
NIARDS IN  PERU"  have,'I  underftand, 
been  very  generally  read,  the  Public  are  in 
pofleflion  of  all  the  materials  necefTary  to 
form  a  judgment  on  the  merits  and  de- 
feds  of  the  Play  performed  at  Drury  Lane 
Theatre. 
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DEDICATION. 


HER,  whofe  approbation  of  this 
Drama,  and  whofe  peculiar  delight  in 
the  applaufe  it  has  received  from  the  Pub- 
lic, have  been  to  me  the  higheft  gratifica- 
tion its  fuccefs  has  produced — I  dedicate 
this  Play. 


RICHARD  BRINSLEY  SHERIDAN. 


PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN  BY  RICHARD  BRINSLEY  SHERIDAN,  ESQ. 
SPOKEN  BY  MR.  KING. 

CHILL'D  by  rude  gales,  while  yet  reluftant  May 
Withholds  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  day  ; 
As  fome  fond  maid,  whom  matron  frowns  reprove, 
Sufpends  the  fmile  her  heart  devotes  to  love  ; 
The  feafon's  pleafures  too  delay  their  hour, 
And  winter  revels  with  protra&ed  power  : 
Then  blame  not,  Critics,  if,  thus  late,  we  bring 
A  Winter  Drama — but  reproach-^-the  fpring. 
What  prudent  Cit  dares  yet  the  feafon  truft, 
Bafk  in  his  whifky,  and  enjoy  the  duft  ? 
Hors'd  in  Cheapfide,  fcarce  yet  the  gayer  fpark 
Achieves  the  Sunday  triumph  of  the  Park  ; 
Scarce  yet  you  fee  him,  dreading  to  be  late, 
Scour  the  New  Road,  and dafh  thro'  Grofve nor- gate : — 
Anxious — yet  timorous  too  ! — his  fteed  to  (how, 
The  hack  Bucephalus  of  Rotten- row. 
Carelefs  he  feems,  yet,  vigilantly  fly, 
Woos  the  ftray  glance  of  Ladies  pafling  by, 
While  his  off  heel,  infidioufly  afide, 
Provokes  the  caper  which  he  feems  to  chide. 
Scarce  rural  Kenfington  due  honour  gains  ; 
The  vulgar  verdure  of  her  walk  remains  ! 
Where  white-rob'd  mifles  amble  two  by  two, 
Nodding  to  booted  beaux — "  How 'do,  how'do?" 
With  gen'rous  queflions  that  no  anfwer  wait, 
"  How  vaftly  full !  A'n't  you  come  vaflly  late  ? 
"  I'n't  it  quite  charming  ?   When  do  you  leave  town  ? 
"  A'n't  you  quite  lir'd  ?   Pray  can  we  fet  you  down?" 
Thefe  fuburb  pleafures  of  a  London  May, 
Imperfect  yet,  we  hail  the  cold  delay  ; 
Should  our  Play  pleafe — and  you're  indulgent  ever — 
Be  your  decree — "  'Tis  better  late  than  never.'* 


Dramatis 

ATALIBA,  King  of  Qa/Vo,          -        Mr.  POWELL. 


CORA,  Alonzd's  Wife,         -         -       Mrs.  JORDAN. 
PIZARRO,  Leader  of  the  Spaniards,     Mr.  BARRYMORE. 
ELVIRA,  Pizarro's  Miftrefs,         -       Mrs.  SID  DONS. 
ALMAGRO,         ....       Mr.  CAULFIELD. 
GONZALO,^  cMr.  WENTWORTH. 

DAVILLA,    \Pizano's  AJJociates,    <  JVfr.  TRUEMAN. 
GOMEZ,       J  L-Mr.  SURMONT. 

VALVERDE,  Pizarro's  Secretary,         Mr.  R.  PALMER. 
LAS  -CAS  AS,  a  Sjiani/h  Ecclefiaftic,      Mr.  AICKIN. 
An  old  blind  Man,         -          -        -       Mr.  CORY. 
OROZEMBO,  an  old  Cacique,       -       Mr.  DOWTON. 
A  Boy,         .....       Mafter  CHATTERLEY. 
A  Centinel,         ....       Mr.  HOLLAND. 
Attendant,  ....       Mr.  MAD  DOCKS. 

Peruvian  Officer,          -         -         -       Mr.  ARCHER. 
SoUiers,  Me/.  FISHER,  EVANS,  CHIPPENDALE,  WEBB,  &c. 

The  Vocal  Parts  ly 

Meffrs.   KELLY,  SEDGWICK,  DIGNUM,   DANBY,   &c.  - 
Mrs.  CROUCH,  Mifs  DE  CAMP,  Mijs  STEPHENS,  Mifs 
LEAK,  Mifs  DUFOUR,  &c. 
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ACT      L 


SCENE    I. 

A  magnificent  Pavilion  mar  PIZARRO'.J  *Tent—*a 
View  of  the  Spanijh  Camp  in  the  back  Ground. — > 
ELVIRA  is  dif covered  Jleeping  under  a  canopy  on 
one  fide  of  the  Pavilion — VAL VERDE  enters, 
gazes  on  ELVIRA,  kneels,  and  attempts  to  kifs 
her  hand:,  ELVIRA,  awakened,  rifes  and  looks  at 
Mm  with  indignation. 

£fo.  A  UDACIOUS !  Whence  is  thy  prlvi- 
JL\.  lege  to  interrupt  the  few  moments  of 
repofe  my  harafled  mind  can  fnatch  amid  the 
tumults  of  this  noify  camp  ?  Shall  I  inform  your 
matter  of  this  prefumptuous  treachery  ?  (hall  I 
clifclofe  thee  to  Pizarro  ?  Hey  ! 

Vol.  I  am  his  fervant,  it  is  true — trufted  by 
him — and  I  know  him  well;  and  therefore  'tis 
I  afk,  by  what  magic  could  Pizarro  gain  your 
heart,  by  what  fatality  ftill  holds  he  your  af- 
fection > 

i  Eh. 


*  PIZARRO: 

Eh.  Hold •!•  thou  trufty  SECRETARY  ! 

tfal.  Ignobly  born  !  in  mind  and  manners 
rude,  ferocious,  and  unpoliflied,  though  cool 
and  crafry  if  occafion  need — in  youth  audacious 
— ill  his  firft  manhood — a  licenfed  pirate — treat- 
ing men  as  brutes,  the  world  as  booty  ;  yet  no\< 
the  Spaniih  hero  is  he  ftyled-— the  firft  of  SpanifU 
conquerors!  and  for  a  warrior  fo  accompliflied, 
'tis  fit  Elvira  mould  leave  her  noble  family,  her 
fame,  her  home,  to  fliare  the  dangers,  humours, 
and  the  crimes  of  fuch  a  lover  as  Pizarro  ! 

Eh.  What !  Valverde  moralizing !  But  grant 
I  am  in  error,  what  is  my  incentive  ?  Paflion,  in- 
fatuation, call  it  as  you  will ;  but  what  attaches 
tbee  to  this  defpifed,  unworthy  leader  ? — Bale 
lucre  is  thy  objefi,  mean  fraud  thy  means. 
Could  you  gain  me,  you  only  hope  to  win,  a 
higher  intereft  in  Pizarro — I  know  you. 

Val.  On  my  foul,  you  wrong  me ;  what  elfe 
my  faults,  I  have  none  towards  you  :  but  in- 
dulge the  fcorn  and  levky  of  your  nature;  do  it 
while  yet  the  time  permits ;  the  gloomy  hour^  I 
fear,  too  foon  approaches. 

Eh.  Valverde,  a  prophet  too  ! 

Val.  Hear  me,  Elvira — Shame  from  his  late 
.defeat,  and  burning  wifhes  for  revenge,  again 
bave  brought  Pizarro  to  Peru ;  buf'truft  me,  he 
over-rates  his  ftrength,  nor  meafurcs  well  the 
foe.  Encamped  in  a  ftrange  country,  where 
terror  cannot  force,  nor  corruption  buy  a  fingle 
friend,  what  have  we  to  hope  ?  The  army  mur- 
muring at  increafing  hardfhips,  while  Pizarro 
decorates  with  gaudy  fpoil  the  gay  pavilion  of 
his  luxury  !  each  day  dimi  nifties  our  force. 

Ely.  But  are  you  not  the  heirs  of  thofe  that 

&I1? 

YA 
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Val.  Are  gain  and  plunder  then  our  only  pur- 
pofe  ?  Is  this  Elvira's  heroifm  ? 

Eh.  No,  fo  fave  me  Heaven  !  I  abhor  the 
motive,  means,  and  end  of  your  purfuits ;  but 
I  will  truft  none  of  you  : — in  your  whole  army 
there  is  not  one  of  you  that  has  a  heart,  or  fpeaks 
ingenuoufly — aged  Las-Cafas,  and  he  alone,  ex- 
cepted. 

Val.  He !  an  enthufiafl  in  the  oppofke  and 
vvorfe  extreme  ! 

Eh.  Oh  !  had  I  earlier  known  that  virtuous 
tnan,  how  different  might  my  lot  have  been  1 

FaL  I  will  grant,  Pizarro  could  not  then  fo 
eafily  have  duped  you  ;  forgive  me,  but  at  that 
event  I  ftill  muft  wonder. 

Eh.  Hear  me,  Valverde. — When  firft  my 
virgin  fancy  waked  to  love,  Pizarro  was  my 
country's  idol.  Self-taught,  felf-raifed,  and  felf- 
fupported,  he  became  a  hero;  and  I  was  formed 
to  be  won  by  glory  and  renown.  'Tis  known 
that  when  he  left  Panama  in  a  flight  veflfd,  his 
force  was  not  an  hundred  men.  Arrived  in  the 
ifland  of  Gallo,  with  his  fword  he  drew  a  line 
upon  the  fands,  and  faid,  "  Pafs  thole  who  fear 
ro  die  or  conquer  with  their  leader."  Thirteen 
alone  remained,  and  at  the  head  of  thefe  the 
warrior  flood  his  ground.  Even  at  the  moment 
when  my  ears  firft  caught  this  tale,  my  heart 
exclaimed,  "  Pizarro  is  its  lord  !"  What  fince  I 
have  perceived,  or  thought,  or  felt !  you  muft 
have  more  worth  to  win  the  knowledge  of. 

Val.  I  prefs  n:>  further;  ftill  allured  that  while 
Alonzo  de  Molina,  our  General's  former  friend 
2nd  pupil,  leads  the  enemy,  Pizarro  never  more 
will  be  a  conqueror.  (Trumpets  without.). 

£Jv.  Silence  !  I  hear  him  coming  ;  Ipok  not 
B  2  perplexed. 
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perplexed. — How  myftery  and  fraud  confound 
the  countenance  !  Quick,  put  on  an  honed  face, 
if  thou  canft. 

Pizarro.  (Speaking  without.)  Chain  and  fecure 
him  3  1  will  examine  him  myfelf. 

PIZARRO  enters* 
(Valverde  bows— -Elvira  laughs.) 

Piz.  Why  doft  thou  fmile,  Elvira  ? 

Eh.  To  laugh  or  weep  without  a  reafon,  is 
one  of  the  few  privileges  we  women  have. 

Piz.  Elvira,  I  will  know  the  caufe,  I  am  re- 
folved  ! 

Elv.  I  am  glad  of  that,  becaufe  T  love  refo- 
lution.  and  am  refolved  not  to  tell  you.  Now 
my  refolution,  I  take  it,  is  the  better  of  the  two, 
becaufe  it  depends  upon  myfelf,  and  yours  does 
nor, 

Piz.  Pma!  trifler! 

Vol.  Elvira  was  laughing  at  my  apprehenfions 
that-. 

Piz.  Apprehenfions! 

Vol.  Yes  —  that  Alonzo*s  ikill  and  genius 
fhould  fo  have  difciplined  and  informed  the 
enemy,  as  to 

Piz.  Alonzo  !  the  traitor  !  How  I  once  loved 
that  man  !  His  noble  mother  entrufted  him,  a 
boy,  to  my  protection.  At  my  table  did  he 
Jfeaft — in  my  tent  did  he  repofe.  I  had  marked 
his  early  genius,  and  the  valorous  fpirit  that 
grew  with  it.  Often  I  had  talked  to  him  of  our 
firft  adventures — what  ilorms  we  ftruggled  with 
• — what  perils  we  furmounted.  When  landed 
with  a  flender  hoft  upon  an,  unknown  land — 

then., 
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then,  when  I  cold  how  famine  and  fatigue,  dif- 
cord  and  toil,  day  by  day,  did  thin  our  ranks ; 
amid  clofe-preffing  enemies,  how  dill  undaunted 
I  endured  and  dared— maintained  my  purpofe 
and  my  power  in  defpite  of  growling  mutiny  or 
bold  revolt,  till  with  my  faithful  few  remaining  I 
became  at  laft  victorious ! — When,  I  lay,  of  thcfe 
things  I  fpoke,  the  youth,  Alonzo,  with  tears  of 
wonder  and  delight,  would  throw  him  on  my 
neck,  and  fwear,  his  foul's  ambition  owned  no 
other  leader. 

Val.  What  could  fubdue  attachment  fo  bet- 
gun  ? 

Piz.  Las-Cafas — he  it  was,  with  fafcinating 
craft  and  canting  precepts  of  humanity,  raifed 
in  Alonzo' s  mind  a  new  enthufiafm,  which  forced 
him,  as  the  ftripling  termed  it,  to  forego  his 
country's  claims  for  thofe  of  human  nature. 

Val.  Yes,  the  traitor  left  you,  joined  the  Pe- 
ruvians, and  became  thy  enemy  and  Spain's. 

Piz.  But  firft  with  wearilefs  remonftrance  he 
fued  to  win  me  from  my  purpofe,  and  untwine 
the  fword  from  my  determined  grafp.  Much  he 
fpoke  of  right,  of  juftice  and  humanity,  calling 
the  Peruvians  our  innocent  and  unoffending 
brethren. 

Val.  They !— *•  Obdurate  heathens ! — They  our 
brethren  ! 

Piz.  But  when  he  found  that  the  foft  folly  of 
the  pleading  tears  he  dropt  upon  my  bofom  fell 
on  marble,  he  flew  and  joined  the  foe:  then, 
profiting  by  the  leffons  he  had  gain'd  in  wrong'd 
Pizarro's  fchool,  the  youth  fodifciplinedandletl 
his  new  allies,  that  foon  he  fore'd  me — Ha !  I 
kurn  with  fhame  and  fury  while  I  own  it !  in 
2  bafc 
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bafe  retreat  and  foul  difcomfiturc  to  quit  the 
fhore. 

Vol.  But  the  hour  of  revenge  is  come. 

Piz.  It  is;  I  am  returned— ?my  force  isftrength- 
ened,  and  the  audacious  Boy  mail  foon  know  that 
Pizarrp  lives,  and  has — a  grateful  recollection  of 
the  thanks  he  owes  him. 

Fal.  'Tis  doubted  whether  ftill  Alonzo  lives. 

Piz..  'Tis  certain  that  he  does ;  one  of  his  ar- 
mour-bearers is  juft  made  prifoner  :  twelve  thou-r 
fand  is  their  force,  as  he  reports,  led  by  Alonzo 
and  Peruvian  Rolla.  This  day  they  make  a  fo- 
lemn  facrifice  on  their  ungodly  altars.  We  mull 
profit  by  their  fecurity,  and  attack  them  unpre- 
pared— the  facrificers  mall  become  the  victims. 

Elv.  (Afide.)  Wretched  innocents !  And  their 
own  blood  mall  bedew  their  altars  ! 

Piz.  Right !  (Trumpets  without.)  Elvira,  re- 
tire ! 

Eh.  Why  (hould  I  retire  ? 

Piz.  Becaufe  men  are  to  meet  here,  and  on 
manly  bufinefs. 

Elv.  O,  men !  men  !  ungrateful  and  per- 
verfe !  O,  woman !  ftill  affectionate  though 
wrong'd  !  The  Beings  to  whole  eyes  you  turn 
for  animation,  hope,  and  rapture,  through  the 
days  of  mirth  and  revelry ;  and  on  whofe  bofoms 
in  the  hour  of  fore  calamity  you  feek  for  reft  and 
confolation;  THEM,  when  the  pompo.us  follies  of 
your  mean  ambition  are  the  queftion,  you  treat 
as  playthings  or  as  flaves  !  I  fhall  not  retire, 

Piz.  Remain  then— and,  if  thou  canft,  be 
filent. 

Eh.  They  only  babble  who  practile  not  re- 
flection. I  mall  think — and  thought  is  filence. 
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.Piz.  Ha ! — there's  fomewhac  in  her  manner 
lately — 

[Pizarro  looks  fternly  and  fufpidonjly  towards 
Elvira,  who  meets  him  with  a  commanding 
a/id  unaltered  eye. 

Enter  L.AS-CASAS,  ALMAGRO,  GONZALO, 
DAVILLA,  Officers  and  Soldiers.  —  Trumpets 
without. 

Las-C.  PizarrO,  we  attend  your  fummons. 

Piz.  Welcome,  venerable  father — my  friends, 
inoft  welcome.  Friends  and  fellow-foldiers,  at 
length  the  hour  is  arrived,  which  to  Pizarro's 
hopes  prefents  the  full  reward  of  our  undaunted 
enterprife  and  long-enduring  toils.  Confident 
in  fecurity,  this  day  the  foe  devotes  to  foiemn 
facrifice  :  if  with  bold  furprife  we  ftrike  on  their 
Iblemnity — truft  to  your  leader's  word — we  ihall 
not  fail. 

Aim.  Too  long  inactive  have  we  been  moul- 
dering on  the  coait — our  ftores  exhaufted,  and 
our  foldiers  murmuring — Battle  !  Battle! — then 
death  to  the  arm'd,  and  chains  for  the  defence- 
lefs. 

Dav.  Death  to  the  whole  Peruvian  race  ! 

Las-C.  Merciful  Heaven ! 

Aim.  Yes,  General,  the  attack,  and  inftantly  ! 
Then  (hall  Alonzo,  bafking  at  his  eafe,  foon 
ceafe  to  feoff  our  fuffering  and  fcorn  our  force. 

Las-C.  Alonzo ! — fcorn  and  prefuniption  arc 
iot  in  his  nature. 

Aim.  Tis  fit  Las-Cafas  (hould  defend  his 
pupil. 

Piz.  Speak  not  of  the  traitor-— or  hear  his  name 
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but  as  the  bloody  fummons  to  afTault  and  vfcri- 
geance.  It  appears  we  are  agreed  ? 

Aim.  and  Dav.  We  are. 

Gon.  AH!— Battle!   Battle! 

Las-C.  Is  then  the  dreadful  meafbre  of  your 
cruelty  not  yet  compleat  ?  —  Battle! — gracious 
Heaven  !  Againll  whom  ? — Againil  a  King,  in 
u'hofe  mild  bofom  your  atrocious  injuries  even 
yet  have  not  excited  hate  !  but  who,  intuited  or 
vi&oiious,  ftill  fues  for  peace.  Againft  a  People 
who  never  wronged  the  living  Being  their  Creator 
formed  :  a  People,  who,  children  of  innocence r 
received  you  as  cheriuYd  guefts  with  eager  hof- 
pitaiityand  confiding  kindnefs.  Generoufly  and 
freely  did  they  (hare  with  you  their  comforts^ 
their  treafures,  and  their  homes  :  you  repaid  them 
by  fraud,  oppreffion,  and  dishonour.  Thefe  eyes 
have  witneffed  ail  I  fpeak — as  Gods  you  were  re- 
ceived ;  as  Fiends  have  you  acted* 

P/z.  Las-Caias! 

Las-C.  Pizarro,  hear  me! — Hear  me,  chief- 
tains !  —  And  thou,  All-powerful  !  whofe  thun- 
ders can  Oliver  into  fand  the  adamantine  rock— * 
whofe  lightnings  can  pierce  to  the  core  of  the 
jived  and  quaking  earth— Oh  !  let  thy  power 
give  effecr,  to  thy  fervant's  words,  as  thy  fpiric 
gives  courage  to  his  will  f  Do  not,  I  implore  you, 
Chieftains — Countrymen — Do  nor,  I  implore 
you,  renew  the  foul  barbarities  which  your  infatiate 
avarice  has  inflicted  on  this  wretched,  unoffend- 
ing race  f  —  But  hum,  my  fighs  —  fall  not, 
drops  of  ufelefs  forrow  ! — heart-breaking  an- 
guifh,  choke  not  my  utterance — All  I  entreat 
is,  fend  me  once  more  to  thofe  you  call  your 
enemies — Oh  !  lee  me  be  the  meffenger  of  pe- 

n  iie  ace 
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nitence  from  you,  I  mall  return  with  bleffings 
and  with  peace  from  them. — Elvira,  you  weep  ! 
— Alas !  and  does  this  dreadful  crifts  move  no 
heart  but  thine  ? 

Aim.  Eecaufe  there-  are  no  women  here  but. 
(he  and  thou. 

•Piz.  Ciofe  this  idle  war  of  words  :  time  flies, 
and  our  opportunity  will  be  loft.  Chieftains, 
are  ye  for  inftant  battle  ? 

All.  We  are. 

Las-C.  Oh,  men  of  blood  !— (Kneels.)  God  ! 
thou  haft  anointed  me  thy  fervant — not  to  curfe, 
but  to  blefs  my  countrymen :  yet  now  my  bleff- 
ing  on  their  force  were  blafphemy  againft  thy 
goodnefs. — (Rifes.)  No  !  I  curfe  your  purpcfe, 
homicides !  I  curfe  the  bond  of  blood  by  which 
you  are  united.  May  fell  divifion,  infamy,  and 
rout,  defeat  your  projects  and  rebuke  your 
hopes  !  On  you,  and  on  your  children,  be  the 
peril  of  the  innocent  blood  which  (hall  be  fried 
this  day  !  I  leave  you,  and  for  ever !  No 
longer  (hall  thefe  aged  eyes  be  feared  by  the 
horrors  they  have  witneffed.  In  caves,  in  fo- 
refts,  will  I  hide  myfelf;  with  Tigers  and  with 
favage  beafts  will  I  commune :  and  when  at 
length  we  meet  again  before  the  blefs'd  tribunal 
of  that  Deity,  whofe  mild  dodlrines  and  whofe 
mercies  ye  have  this  day  renounced,  then  mall 
You  feel  the  agony  and  grief  of  foul  which  tear 
the  bofom  of  your  accufer  now  !  (Going.} 

Eh.  Las-Cafas  !  Oh !  take  me  with  thce, 
Las-Cafas. 

Las-C.  Stay  !  loft,  abufed  lady  !  I  alone  am 

ufelefs  here.     Perhaps  thy  lovelinefs  may  per- 

fuade  to  pity,  where  reafon  and  religion  plead  in 

vain.     Oh'l-'favc  thy  innocent  fellow -creatures 

c  if 
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if  thoti  canft  :  then  fhall  thy  frailty  be  redeemed, 
and  thou  wilt  (hare  the  mercy  thou  beftoweft. 

[Ear;;. 

Piz.  How,  Elvira!  wouldft  thou  leave  me? 

Elv.  I  am  bewildered,  grown  terrified  ! — 
Your  inhumanity — and  that  good  Las-Cafas — 
oh  \  he  appeared  to  me  juft  now  fomething  more 
than  heavenly :  and  you !  ye  all  looked  worfe 
than  earthly. 

Piz.  Compaffion  fometimes  becomes  a  beauty. 

Eh.  Humanity  always  becomes  a  conqueror. 

Aim.  Well !  Heaven  be  praiicd,  we  are  rid  of 
the  old  moralift, 

Gon.  I  hope  he'll  join  his  preaching  pupil, 
Alonzo. 

Piz.  Now  to  prepare  our  rrmfter  and  our 
inarch.  At  mid-day  is  the  hour  of  the  facrifice. 
Coniulting  \ykty  our  guides,  the  route  of  your 
diviiions  fhall  be  given  to  each  commander.  If 
\vc  furprife,  we  conquer;  and  if  we  conquer^ 
ihe  gates  of  Quito  will  be  open  to  us. 

•Aim,  And  Pizarro  then  be  monarch  of  Peru. 

Piz.  Not  fo  faft— ambition  for  a  time  muft 
take  cotmfel  from  difcretion.  Ataliba  ftill  muft 
hold  the  (hadoxv  of  afccptreinhis  hand — Pizarra 
itill  appear  dependant  upon  Spain  :  while  the 
pledge  of  future  peace,  his  daughter's  hand,  (c- 
cures  the  proud  fuc.ccffion  to  the  crown  I  feek. 

Aim.  This  is  beft.  In  Pizarro^s  plans  obfervc 
the  itatefman's  wifdom  guides-  the  warrior's  va^ 
iour. 

Vol.  (Afuie  to  Elvira.)  You  mark,  Elvira? 
Elv.  O,  yes— -t his  is  bed — this  is  excellent. 
Piz.  You  feem  offended.     Elvira  dill  retains 
my  heart.     Think — a  fccptre  waves  me  on. 
Elv.  Offended?  — No!— Thou  know 'it  thy 

glory 
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glory  is  my  idol ;  and  this  will  be  mod  glorious, 
moft  juft  and  honourable. 

Piz.  What  mean  you  ? 

Eh.  Oh  !  nothing— -mere  woman's  prattle — 3. 
jealous  whim,  perhaps :  but  let  it  not  impede 
the  royal  hero's  courfe. — (Trumpets  without.) 
The  call  of  arms  invites  you  —  Away  !  away  I 
you,  his  brave,  his  worthy  fellow-warriors. 

Piz.  And  go  you  not  with  me  ? 

Elv.  Undoubtedly  !  I  needs  mud  be  the  mil 
to  hail  the  future  monarch  of  Peru. 

Enter  GOMEZ. 

Aim.  How,  Gomez  !  what  bring'ft  thou  ? 

Gom.  On  yonder  hill  among  the  palm-trees  we 
have  furprifed  an  old  cacique ;  efcape  by  flight  hfc 
could  not,  and  we  feized  him  and  his  attendant 
.imrefifting  ;  yet  his  lips  breathe  nought  but  bit- 
ternefs  and  fcorn, 

Piz.  Piag  him  before  us. 

[Gomez  leaves  the  tenf,  and  returns  eondutt- 
'    ing  Orozembq    and  Attendant,  in,  chains^ 

guarded. 
What  art  thou,  ftranger  ? 

Oro.  Firlt  tell  me  which  among  you  is  the  cap- 
fain  of  this  band  of  robbers, 

P/z.'Ha! 

Aim.  Madman!  — Tear  put  his  tongue,  qr 
elfe ' 

Oro.  Thou'lt  hear  fome  truth, 

Dav.  (Shewing  his  poniard.).  Shall  I  not  plunge 
this  into  his  heart  3 

Oro.  (To  Piz.)  Does  your  army  boaft  many 
fuch  heroes  as  this  ? 

Piz.  Audacious !  —  This  infolence  has  fealed 
c  ^  thy 
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thy  doom.     Die  thou  (halt,  grey-headed  ruffian. 
But  firit  confefs  what  thou  k  no  weft. 

Oro.  I  know  that  which  thou  haft  juft  afiured 
me  of — that  I  (hall  die. 

P/3.  Lefs  audacity  perhaps  might  have  pre- 
ferved  thy  life. 

Oro.  My  life  is  as  a  withered  tree — k  is  not 
worth  preferving. 

Piz.  Hear  me,  old  man.  Even  now  we  march 
againft  the  Peruvian  army.  We  know  there  is  a 
fecret  path  that  leads  to  your  ftrong  hold  among 
the  rocks :  guide  us  to  that,  and  name  thy  re- 
ward. If  wealth  be  thy  with — 

Oro.  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Piz.  Doft  thou  defpife  my  offer  ? 

Oro.  Thee  and  thy  offer  ! — Wealth  ! — I  have 
the  wealth  of  two  dear  gallant  ions — I  have  ftored 
in  heaven  the  riches  which  repay  good  actions 
here  — and  dill  my  chiefcft  treafure  do  I  bear 
about-  me. 

Piz.  What  is  that  ?  Inform  me. 

Oro.    I  will, ;  for  it  never  can  be  thine — the 
treafure  of  a  pure  unfullied  conlcience. 
-   Piz.  I  believe  there  is  no  other  Peruvian  who 
dares  fpeak  as  thou  doft. 

Oro.  Would  I  could  believe  there  is  no  other 
Spaniard  who  dares  act  as  ihou  doll ! 

Gon.  (Afule.)  Obdurate  Pagan  ! — How  nu- 
merous is  your  army  ? 

Oro.  Count  the  leaves  of  yonder  foreft. 

Aim.  Which  is  the  weakeit  part  of  your  camp  ? 

Oro.  It  has  no  weak  part — on  every  fide  'tis 
fortified  by  juftice. 

Piz.  Where  have  you  concealed  your  wives 
an.d  your  children  ? 
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Oro.  In  the  hearts  of  their  hufbands  and  their 
fathers. 

Piz.  Know'ft  thou  Alonzo  ? 

Oro.  Know  him! — Alonzo! — Know  him! — 
Our  nation's  benefactor  i — The  guardian  ai.gel 
of  Peru  1 

Piz.  By  what  has  he  merited  that  title  ? 

Oro.  By  not  refembling  thee. 
,     Aim.  Who  is  this  Rolia,  joined  with  Alqnza 
in  command? 

Ora.  I  will  anfwer  that;  for  I  love  to  hear  and 
to  repeat  the  hero's  name.  Rolla,  the  kiniman 
of  the  King,  is  the  idol  of  our  army;  in  war  a 
tiger,  chafed  by  the  hunter's  fpear;  in  peace  as 
gentle  as  the  unweaned  lamb.  CORA  was  once 
betrothed  to  him;  but  finding  (he  preferred 
Alonzo,  he  refigned  his  claim,  and,  I  fear,  his 
peace,  to  friend  (hip  and  to  CORA'S  happinefs; 
yet  Hill  he  loves  her  with  a  pure  and  holy  fire. 

Piz.  Romantic  favagel — I  (hall  meet  this 
Rolla  foon. 

Oro.  Thou  hadft  better  not !  The  terrors  of 
fois  noble  eye  would  ftrike  thee  dead. 

Dav.  Silence,  or  tremble  ! 

Oro.  Beardlefs  robber !  I  never  yet  have 
trembled  before  God — why  mould  I  tremble  be- 
fore man? — Why  before  thee,  thou  lefs  than 
man ! 

Dav.  Another  word,  audacious  heathen,  and 
I  ilrike ! 

Oro.  Strike,  Chriftian !  Then  boafl  among 
thy  fellows — I  too  have  murdered  a  Peruvian  ! 

Dav.  Hell  and  vengeance  feize  thee !  (Stabs 
him.) 

Piz.  Hold ! 

Dav. 
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Dav.  Coufdit  thou  longer  have  endured  his 
infults  ? 

Piz.  And  therefore  fhould  he  die  nntortured  ? 

Of  a.  True  !  Obferve,  young  man — your  un- 
thinking ralhnefs  has  faved  me  from  the  rack; 
and  you  yourfelf  have  loft  the  opportunity  of 
a  ufeful  leflon  ;  you  might  have  feen  with  what 
cruelty  vengeance  would  have  inflicted  torments, 
and  with  what  patience  virtue  would  have  bornf* 
them. 

Eh.  (Supporting  OrozeniboV  head  upon  her 
bofom.)  Oh  !  ye  are  mongers  all.  Look  up,  thou 
martyr'd  innocent — look  up  once  more,  and  blefs 
me  ere  thou  died.  God  !  how  I  pity  thee  1 

Oro.  Pity  me! — Me!  fo  near  my  happinefs  I 
Blefs  thee,  lady  ! — Spaniards— Heaven  turn  your 
hearts,  and  pardon  you  as  I  do.  (Qrozembo  ;"i 
borne  off  dying,) 

Piz.  Away  ! — Davilla  !  If  thus  raft)  a  fecond 
time — 

Day.  Forgive  the  hafty  indignation  which — 

Piz.  No  more  —  unbind  that  trembling 
wretch — let  him  depart;  'tis  well  he  fhould  re- 
port the  mercy  which  we  fhow  to  infolent  de- 
fiance.— Hark  ! — our  troops  are  moving. 

Attendant.  (On  faffing  Elvira.)  If  through 
your  gentle  means  my  mailer's  poor  remains 
might  be  preferved  from  infult — 

Eh.  I  undcrftand  you. 

An.  His  fons  may  yet  thank  your  charity,  if 
not  avenge  their  father's  fate.  [£.v/V, 

Piz.  What  fays  the  Have  ? 

Eh.  A  parting  word  to  thank  you  for  your 
mercy. 

Piz.  Our  guard  and  guides  approach.  (Soldiers 
march  through  the  tents.}  Follow  me,  friends- 
each 
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each  fhali  have  his  poit  aiiigned,  and  ere  Pe- 
ruvia's  God  (hall  fink  beneath  the  main,  the 
Spanifh  banner,  bathed  in  .blood,  (hall  float 
above  the  walls  of  vanqnifti'd  Quito.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  ELVIRA  and  VALVERDE. 

Val.  Is  it  now  pre'fumption  that  my  hopes  gain 
ftrength  with  the  increaiing  honors  which  I  fee 
appal  Elvira's  foul? 

Eh.  I  am  mad  with  terror  and  remorfe ! 
Would  t  could  fly  thefe  dreadful  fcenes  ! 

yd.  Might  not  Valverde's  true  attachment  be 
thy  refuge  ? 

Eh.  What  wouldil  thou  do  to -lave  or  to 
avenge  me  ? 

VaL  I  dare  do  all  thy  injuries  may  demand — 
a  word — and  he  lies  bleeding  at  your  feet, 

Eh.  Perhaps  \ve  will  ipeak  again  of  this. 
Now  leave  me.  [Exit  Valverde. 

Eh.  ( Alone J  No  !  not  this  revenge— -no  1. 
not  this  inftrument.  Fie,  Elvira !  even  for  a 
moment  to  counfel  with  this  unworthy  traitor  ! 
— Can  a  wretcjh,  falfe  to  a  confiding  mafler,  be 
true  to  any  pledge  of  love  or  honour? — Pizarro 
will  abandon  me — yes;  me — who,  for  his  fake, 
have  facrificed^— Oh,  God  ! — What  have  I  not 
Sacrificed  for  him;  yet,  curbing  the  avenging 
pride  that  fwells  this  bofom,  1  {till  will  further 
try  him.  Oh,  men  !  ye  who,  wearied  by  the 
fond  fidelity  of  virtuous  love,  feek  in  the 
wanton's  flattery  a  new  delight,  oh,  ye  may 
infult  and  leave  the  hearts  to  which  your  faith 
was  pledged,  and,  ftifling  felf-reproach,  may 
fear  no  other  peril ;  becauie  fiich  hearts,  how- 
e'er  you  injure  and  defert  them,  have  yet  the 
a  proud 
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proud  retreat  of  an  unfpotted  fame-— of  unre- 
proaching  conscience.  But  beware  the  defpe- 
rate  libertine  who  forfakes  the  creature  whom 
his  arts  have  firft  deprived  of  all  natural  protec- 
tion—of all  felf-conlblation  !  What  has  he  left 
hci  P-— Defpair  and  vengeance  1  [Exit* 
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ACT    II. 


SCENE  L 

A  Bank  fur  rounded,  ky  a  wild  Wood,  and  Rocks.  — 
CORA,  fitting  on  the  root  of  a  tree,  is  playing 
with  her  Child.  —  ALONZO  looks  over  them  ivitb 
delight  and  chearftdnefs. 


confefs,  does  he  refemble  thee,  or 
not? 

Al.  Indeed  he  is  liker  thee  —  thy  rofy  foftnefs, 
thy  fmiling  gentlenefs. 

Cora.  But  his  auburn  hair,  the  colour  of  his 
eyes,  Alonzo.  —  O  !  my  lord's  image,  and  my 
heart's  adored  !  (Pre  fling  the  Child  to  her  bofom.) 

AL  The  little  daring  urchin  robs  me,  I 
doubt,  of  fome  portion  of  thy  love,-  my  Cora.  At 
leaft  he  mares  cai  efles,  which  till  his  birth  were 
only  mine. 

Cora.  Oh  no,  Alonzo  !  a  mother's  love  for 
her  dear  babe  is  not  a  ftealth,  or  taken  from  the 
father's  (lore  ;  it  is  a  new  delight  that  turns  with 
quicken'd  gratitude  to  HIM,  the  author  of  her 
augmented  blifs. 

AL  Could  Cora  think  me  ferious  ? 

Cora.  I  am  fure  he  will  fpeak  foon  :  then  will 
be  the  lad  of  the  three  holydays  allowed,  by 
Nature's  fanction  to  the  fond  anxious  mother's 
heart. 

M.  What  are  thofe  three  } 

D  Cora. 
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Cora.  The  ecftacy  of  his  birth  I  pafs ;  that  in 
part  is  feitim  :  but  when  firtt  the  white  bloffoms 
of  his  teeth  appear,  breaking  the  crimfon  buds 
that  did  incafe  them ;  that  is  a  day  of  joy : 
next,  when  frorrfhis  father's  arms  he  runs  with- 
out fupport,  and  clings,  laughing  and  delighted, 
to  his  mother's  knee ;  that  is  the  mother's  heart's 
next  holyday  :  and  Tweeter  fti  11  the  third,  when- 
e'er his  little  ftammering  tongue  (hall  utter  the 
grateful  found  of,  Father,  Mother  ! — O  !  that  is 
the  deareft  joy  of  all ! 

Al.  Beloved  Cora  ! 

Cora.  Oh  !  my  Alonzo !  daily,  hourly,  do  I 
pour  thanks  to  Heaven  for  the  dear  blefling  I 
po fiefs  in  him  and  thee. 

Al.  To  Heaven  and  Rolla. 

Cora.  Yes,  to  Heaven  and  Rolla:  and  artthou 
not  grateful  to  them  too,  Alonzo  ?  art  thou 
not  happy  : 

Al.  Can  Cora  afk  that  queftion  ? 

Cora.  Why  then  of  late  fo  reftlefs  on  thy 
couch  ?  Why  to  my  waking  waiching  ear  fo  often 
does  theftillnefs  of  the  night  betray  thy  ftruggling 
fighs  ? 

Al.  Muft  .not  I  fight  againft  my  country, 
againll  my  brethren  ?  • 

Cora.  Do  they  not  feek  our  destruction  ,  and 
are  not  all  men  brethren  ? 

AL  Should  they  prove  victorious  ? 

Cora.  I  will  fly,  and  meet  thee  in  the  mountains. 

Al.  Fly,  with  thy  infant,  Cora  ? 

Cora.  What !  think  you  a  mother,  when  (he 
runs  from  danger,  can  feel  the  weight  of  her 
child  ? 

Al.  Cora,  my  beloved,  do  you  wifh  to  fet  my 
heart  at  reft  ? 

Cora. 
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Cora.  Oh  yes !   yes  !  yes  ! 

Al.  Haften  then  now  to  the  concealment  in  the 
mountains;  there  dwells  your  father,  and  there 
all  our  matrons  and  virgins,  and  our  warriors' 
offspring,  are  allotted  to.  await  the  iffue  of  the  war. 
Cora  will  not  alone  refift  her  hufband's,  her 
lifters',  and  her  monarch's  with. 

Cora.  Alonzo,  [  cannot  leave  you  :  Oh!  how 
in  every  moment's  abfence  would  my  fancy  paint 
you,  wounded,  alone,  abandoned  !  No,  no,  I 
cannot  leave  you. 

•  AL  Rolla  will  be  with  me. 
."  Cora.  Yes,  while  the  battle  rages,  and  where 
it  rages  moft,  brave  Rolla  will  be  found.  He 
may  revenge,  but  cannot  fave  thee.  To  follow 
danger,  he  will  leave  even  thee.  But  I  have 
fworn  never  to  forfake  thee  but  with  life.  Dear, 
dear  Alonzo  !  can  you  wifh  that  I  mould  break 
my  vow  ? 

Al.  Then  be  it  fo.  Oh !  excellence  in  all 
that's  great  and  lovely,  in  courage,  gentlenefs, 
and  truth ;  my  pride,  my  content,  my  all  !  Can 
there  on  this  earth  be  fools  who  feek  for  hap-! 
pinefs,  and  pafs  by  love  in  the  purfuit  ? 

Cora.  Alonzo,  I  cannot  thank  you  :  filence  is 
ihe  gratitude  of  true  affection  :  who  feeks  to 
follow  it  by  found  will  mifs  the  track.  (Shout 
without.)  Does  the  King  approach  ? 

AL  No,  'tis  the  General  placing  the  guard  that 
will  furround  the  temple  during  the  facrifice. 
'Tis  Rolla  comes,  the  firft  and  beft  of  heroes. 
(Trumpets  found.) 

ROLLA. 

RoL  (as  entering.)  Then  place  them  on  the 
kill  fronting- the  Spaniih  camp.  (Enters.) 

Cora.  Rolla  !  my  friend,  my  brother ! 

D  2  AL 
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Al.  Rolla !  my  friend,  my  benefactor !  how 
can  our  lives  repay  tile  obligations  which  we 
owe  you  ? 

Rol.  Pafs  them  in  peace  and  blifs. — Let  Rolla 
vvitnels  it,  he  is  overpaid.  . 

Cora.  Look  on  this  child — He  is  the  life-blood 
of  my  heart ;  but  if  ever  he  loves  or  reveres  thee 
lefs  than  his  own  father,  his  mother's  hate  fall  on 
him  ! 

Rol.  Oh,  no  more  ! — What  facrifice  have  I 
made  to  merit  gratitude  ?  The  object  of  my  love 
was  Cora's  happinefs. — I  fee  her  happy. — Is  not 
my  object  gain'd,  and  am  I  not  rewarded  ?  Now, 
Cora,  .liilen  to  a  friend's  advice.  You  muft 
away ;  you  muft  feek  the  facred  caverns,  the  un- 
profan'd  recefs,  whither,  after  this  day's  facrifice, 
our  matrons,  and  e'en  the  Virgins  of  the  Sun, 
retire. 

Cora.  Not  fecure  with  Alonzo  and  with  thee, 
Rolla  ? 

,  Rol.  We  have  heard  Pizarro's  plan  is  to  fur- 
prife  us. — Thy  prefence,  Cora,  cannot  aid,  but 
may  impede  our  efforts. 

Cora.  Impede  ! 

Rol.  Yes,  yes.  Thou  know'tl  how  tenderly  we 
love  thee;  we,  thy  hufband  and  thy  friend. 
Art  thou  near  us  ?  our  thoughts,  our  valour — 
vengeance  will  not  be  our  own. — No  advantage 
will  be  purfued  that  leads  us  from  the  fpot  where 
thou  art  placed ;  no  fuccour  will  be  given  but 
for  thy  protection.  The  faithful  lover  dares  not 
be  all  himfelf  amid  the  war,  until  he  knows 
that  the  beloved  of  his  foul  is  abfent  from  the 
peril. of  the  fight. 

AL.  Thanks  to  my  friend  !  'tis  this  I  would 
have  urged. 

Cora. 
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Cora.  This  timid  excefs  of  Jove,  producing 
fear  inftead  of  valour,"  flatters,  but  does  not 
convince  me  :  the  wife  is  incredulous, 

Rol.  And  is  the  mother  unbelieving  too  ? 

Cora.  No  more — Do  with  me  as  you  pleafe. 
My  friend,  my  hufband  !  place  me  where  you 
^will. 

Al.  My  adored !  we  thank  you  both.  (March 
witfjout.)  Hark  !  the  King  approaches  to  the  facri- 
fice.  You,  Rolla,  fpoke  of  rumours  of  furprife. — 
A  fervant  of  mine,  I  hear,  is  miffing ;  whether 
furprifed  or  treacherous,  I  know  not. 

Rol.  It  matters  not.  We  are  every  where  pre- 
pared. Corne,  Cora,  upon  the  altar  'mid  the 
rocks  thou'lt  implore  a  bleffing  on  our  caufe. 
The  pious  fupplication  of  the  trembling  wife, 
and  mother's  heart,  riles  to  the  throne  of  mercy, 
the  moft  refiftlefs  prayer  of  human  homage. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Temple  of  tie  Sun  :  it  reprefent?  tJ:e  magnifi- 
cence of  Peruvian  idolatry  :  in  the  centre  is  tbt 
altar. — A  folemn  march. — The  Warriors '  and 
King  enter  on  one  fide  of  tie  Temple. — ROLLA, 
ALONZO,  and  CORA,  on  the  other. 

Ata.  Welcome,  Alonzo  ! — (To  Rolla.)  Kinf- 
man,  thy  hand.--(To  Cora.)  Blefs'd  be  the  objed 
of  the  happy  mother's  love. 

Cora.  May  the  fun  blefs  the  father  of  his 
people ! 

Ata.  In  the  welfare  of  his  children  lives  the 
happinefs  of  their  King.  Friends,  what  is  the 
temper  of  our  foldiers  ? 

RoL  Such  as  becomes  the  caufe  which  they 

iupport ; 
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fupport ;    their  cry  is,  Victory  or  death  !    our 
King!  our  Country  !  and  our  God  ! 

Ata.  Thou,  Rolla,  in  the  hour  of  peril,  haft 
been  wont  to  animate  the  fpirii  of  their  leaders, 
ere  we  proceed  to  confecrate  the  banners  which 
thy  valour  knows  io  well  to  guird. 

RoL  Yet  never  was  the  hour  of  peril  nearr 
when  to  infpire  them  words  were  fo  little  needed. 
My  brave  aflbciates — partners  of  my  toil,  my 
feelings  and  my  fame  ! — can  Rolla's  words  add 
vigour  to  the  virtuous  energies  which  infpire 

your  hearts? No — YOU  have   judged  as   I 

have,  the  foulnefs  of  the  crafty  plea  by  which 
thefe  bold  invaders  would  delude  you — Your 
generous  fpirit  has  compared  as  mine  has,  the 
motives,  which,  in  a  war  like  this,  can  animate 
tbeir  minds,  and  OURS. — THEY,  by  a  ftrange 
frenzy  driven,  fight  for  power,  for  plunder, 
and  extended  rule — WE,  for  our  coumry?  our 
altars,  and  our  horrtes. — THEY  follow  an  Ad- 
venturer whom  they  fear  —  and  obey  a  power 
which  they  hate — \VE  ferve  a  Monarch  whom 
\ve  love — a  God  whom  we  adore. — Whene'er 
they  move  in  anger,  defolation  tracks  their  pro- 
grefs! — Where'er  they  paufe  in  amity,  afflic- 
tion mourns  their  friendfhip  ! — They  boaft,  they 
come  but  to  improve  our  (rate,  enlarge  our 
thoughts,  and  free  us  from  the  yoke  of  error ! — 
Yes — THEY  will  give  enlightened  freedom  to 
our  minds,  who  are  themfelves  the  flaves  of  paf- 
fion,  avarice,  and  pride. — They  offer  us  their 
protection — Yes,  iuch  protedion  as  vultures 
give  to  lambs — covering  and  devouring  them  ! 
— They  call  on  us  to  baiter  all  of  good  we  have 
inherited  and  proved,  for  the  deiperate  chance 
of  fomething  better  which  they  promife. — Be 
7  our 
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our  plain  anfwer  this  :  The  throne  WE  honour  is 
the  PEOPLE'S  CHOICE- — the  laws  we  reverence  arc 
our  brave  Fathers'  legacy— the  faith  we  follow 
teaches  us  to  live  in  bonds  of  charity  with  .all 
mankind,  and  die  with  hope  of  blifs  beyond 
the  grave.  Tell  your  invaders  this,  and  tell 
them  too,  we  feek  no  change;  and,  leaft  of  all, 
inch  change  as  they  would  bring  us. 

[Trumpets  Jound: 

Ata.  (Embracing  Rolla.)  Now,  holy  friends, 
ever  mindiul  of  thefc  facred  truths,  begin  the 
facrifice.  (A  fokmn  Procejfion  commences  from  the 
recefs  of  the  Temple  above  the  Altar — The  Pnefls 
and  Virgins  of  the  Sun  arrange  themfelves  on  either 
fide — The  Higb-PrieJl  approaches  the  Altar,  and 
the  folemnlty  begins — The  Invocation  of  the  High- 
Priejl  is. followed  by  the  Choruses  of  the  Priefts  and 
Virgins — Fire  from  above  lights  upon. the  Altar. — 
The  whole  affembly  rife,  and  join  in  the  Thankf- 
ghing.J  Our  offering  is  accepted.  —  Now  to 
arms,  my  friends,  prepare  for  battle. 

Enter  ORANO. 

Or  a.  The  enemy  ! 

Ata.  How  near  ? 

Ora.  From  the  hill's  brow,  e'en  now  as  I  o'er- 
look^d  their  force,  fuddenly  I  perceived  the 
whole  in  motion  :  with  eager  hafte  they  march 
towards  our  deferted  camp,  as  if  apprifed  of  this 
Unoft  folemn  facrifice. 

Rol.  They  mud  be  met  before  they  reach  it. 

Ata.  And  you,  my  daughters,  with  your  dear 
children,  away  to  the  appointed  place  offafecy. 

Cora. 
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Cora.  Oh,  Alonzo  !  (Embracing  him.) 

Al.  We  (hall  meet  again. 

Cora.  Blefs  us  once  more,  ere  you  leave  us. 

AL  Heaven  protect  and  blefs  thee,  my  be- 
loved ;  and  thee,  my  innocent  ! 

Ata.  Hade,  hatte  ! — each  moment  is  pre- 
cious"! 

Cora.  Farewell,  Alonzo !  Remember  thy  life 
is  mine. 

.    Rol.  Not  one  farewell  to  Rolla? 
.    Cora.  (Giving  him  her  band.)  Farewell!  The 
God  of  war  be  with  you:  but,  bring  me   back 
Alonzo.  [Exit  with  the  Child. 

Ata.  (Draws  his  fivord.}  Now,  my  brethren, 
my  fons,  my  friends,  I  know  your  valour. — 
Shou'.d  ill  fuccets  aiTail  us,  be  defpair  *he  laft 
feeling  of  your  hearts. — If  fuccefsful,  let  mercy 
be  the  firft.  Alonzo,  to  you  I  give  to  defend 
the  narrow  paffage  of  the  mountains.  On  the 
right  of  the  wood  be  Rolla' s  ftation.  For  me, 
ftrait  fonvarcs  will  I  march  to  meet  them,  and 
fight  until  1  fee  my  people  faved,  or  they  be- 
hold their  Monarch  fall.  Be  the  word  of  battle 
—God  !  and  our  native  land.  (A  march.) 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Wood  between  the  Temple  and  the  Camp. 

Enter  ROLLA  and  ALONZO. 

Rol.  Here,  my  friend,  we  feparate — foon,  I 
trull,  to  meet  again  in  triumph. 

Al.  Or  perhaps  we  part  to  meet  no  more. 
Rolla,  a  moment's  paufe ;  we  are  yet  before  our 

army's 
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army's   ftrength ;    one   earned    word    at    part- 
ing. 

RoL  There  is  -in  language  now  rio  word  tjut 
battle. 

AL  Yes,  one  word  more — Cora  ! 

RoL  Cora  !   Speak  ! 

Al.  The  next  hour  brings  us — 

RoL  Death  or  victory  ! 

AL  It  may  be  victory  to  one — death  to  the 
other. 

RoL  Or  both  may  fall. 

AL  Iffo,  my  wife  and  child  I  bequeath  to 
the  protection  of  Heaven  and  my  King.  But 
fhould  I  only  fall,  Rolla,  be  thou  my  heir. 

RoL  How  ? 

AL  Be  Cora  rhy  wife — be  thou  a  father  to  my 
child. 

RoL  Roufe  thee,  Alonzo !  Banilh  thefe  timid 
fancies. 

AL  Rolla !  I  have  tried  in  vain,  and  cannot 
fly  from  the  foreboding  which  opprefles  me : 
thou  know'ft  it  will  not  make  me  in  the  fight : 
but  give  me  your  promife. 

RoL  If  it  be  Cora's  will — Yes — I  promife— r- 
(Gives  bis  hand.) 

AL  Tell  her  it  was  my  laft  wifti !  and  bear  to 
her  and  to  my  fon,  my  laft  bleffing. 

RoL  I  will. — Now  then  to  our  pofts,  and  let 
ourfwords  fpeak  for  us.  (They  draw  their  fwords.) 

AL  For  the  King  and  Cora  ! 

Rot.  For  Cora  and  the  King! 

[Exeunt  different  ways.     Alarm  without. 
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SCENE  IV. 

A  View  of  the  Peruvian  Camp,  with  a  diflant  Flew 
of  a  Peruvian  Village.  Trees  growing  from  a  rocky 
Eminence  on  one  Side.  Alarms  continue. 

Enter  an  Old  blind  Man  and  a  Boy. 

0.  Man.  Have  none  returned  to  the  camp  ? 

Boy.  One  mefienger  alone.  From  the  temple 
they  all  march 'd  to  meet  the  foe. 

0.  Man.  Hark  !  I  hear  the  din  of  battle.  O  ! 
had  I  ftiil  retain'd  my  fight,  I  might  now  have 
grafp'd  a  fword,  and  died  a  foldier's  death  !  Are 
we  quite  alone  ? 

Boy.  Yes  !—  I  hope  my  father  will  be  fafe  ! 

0.  Man.  He  will  do  his  duty.  I  am  more 
anxious  for  thee,  my  child. 

Boy.  I  can  (lay  with  you,  dear  grandfather. 

O.  Man.  But  fhould  the  enemy  come,  they  will 
drag  thee  from  me,  my  boy. 

Boy.  Impoflible,  grandfather !  for  they  will 
fee  at  once  that  you  are  old  and  blind,  and  can- 
jiot  do  without  me. 

0.  Man.  Poor  child  !  you  little  know  the 
hearts  of  ihefe  inhuman  men. — (Difcharge  of  can- 
non heard.)  Hark  !  the  noife  is  near — I  hear  the 
dreadful  roaring  of  the  fiery  engines  of  thefe  cruel 
flrangeis. — (Shouts  at  a  dijiance.)  At  every  (hour., 
with  involuntary  hade  I  clench  my  hand,  and 
fancy  ftill  it  grafps  a  fword  !  Alas !  I  can  only 
ferve  my  country  by  my  prayers.  Heaven  pre- 
ferve  the  Inca  and  his  gallant  foldiers ! 

Boy.  O  father!  there  are  foldiers  running — • 

0.  Man.   Spaniards,  boy  ? 

Boy.  No,   Peruvians ! 

0.  Max. 
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O.  Man.  How  !  and  flying  from  the  field  ! — 
It  cannot  be. 

Enter  two  Peruvian  Soldiers. 

O  fpeak  to  them,  boy  !—  Whence  come  you  ? 
How  goes  the  battle  ? 

Sol.  We  may  not  ftop ;  we  are  fent  for  the 
referve  behind  the  hill.  The  day's  againft  us. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers. 

0.  Man.  Quick,  then,   quicl^  ! 

Soy.  I  fee  the  points  of  lances  glittering  in 
the  light. 

0.  Man.  Thofe  are  Peruvians.  Do  they  bend 
this  way? 

Enter  a  Peruvian  Soldier. 

Boy.    Soldier,    fpeak  to  my  blind  father. 

Sol.  I'm  fent  to  tell  the  helplefs  father  to  re- 
treat among  the  rocks:  all  will  be  loft,  I  fear. 
The  King  is  wounded. 

0.  Man.  Quick,  boy  !  Lead  me  to  the  hillx 
where  thou  may'ft  view  the  plain.  (Alarms  ) 

Enter  ATALIBA,   wounded,    with  ORANO,    Offi- 
cers^ and  Soldiers. 

Ata.  My  wound  is  bound;  believe  me,  the 
hurt  is  nothing :  I  may  return  to  the  fight. 

Ora.  Pardon  your  iervant;  but  the  allotted 
prieft  who  attends  the  facred  banner  has  pro- 
nounced that  the  Inca's  blood  once  fhed,  no 
bleffing  can  await  the  day  until  he  leave  the 
field. 

Ata.  Hard  reftraint!  O!  my  poor  brave  fol- 

<3iers  ! — Hard  that  I  may  no  longer  be  a  witnefs 

E  a  of 
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of  their  valour.  But  hafte  you;  return  to 
your  comrades :  I  will  not  keep  one  foldietr 
from  his  pod.  Go,  and  avenge  your  fallen 
brethren.  [Exeunt  Orano,  Officers,  and  Soldiers.'] 
I  will  not  repine;  my  own  fate  is  the  lait 
anxiety  of  my  heart.  It  is  for  you,  my  people, 
that  I  feel  and  fear. 

Old  Man  and  Boy  advance* 

O.  Man.  Did  I  not  hear  the  voice  of  an  un- 
fortunate r — Who  is  it  complains  thus  ? 

Ata.  One  almoft  by  hope  forfaken. 

O.  Man.  Is  the  King  alive  ? 

dta.  The  King  Kill  lives. 

O.  Man.  Then  thou  art  not  forfaken !  Ata- 
liba  protects  the  meaneft  of  his  fubjects. 

Ala.  And  who  (hall  protect  AtaHba  ? 

O.  Man.  The  immortal  Powers,  that  protect 
the  juft.  The  virtues  of  our  Monarch  alike  ie- 
cure  to  him  the  affection  of  his  people  and  th« 
benign  regard  of  Heaven. 

Ata.  How  impious,  had  I  murmured  !  How- 
wondrous,  thou  iupreme  Difpofer,  are  thy  acts  ! 
Even  in  this  moment,  which  I  had  thought  the 
bittereft  trial  of  mortal  fuftering,  thou  had  infufed 
the  iweeteft  fenfation  of  my  life — it  is  the  af- 
furance  of  my  people's  love. 

£py.  (Turning  forward.)  O,  father ! — Stran>- 
ger.  fee  thole  hideous  men  that  rum  upon  us 
yonder! 

Ata.  Ha  !  Spaniards! — And  I — Ataliba 

ill-fated  fugitive,  without  a  fword  even  to  try 
the  ranfom  of  a  monarch  life. 

EnUr 
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Eater  DAVILLA,.  ALMAGRO,    and  Spanijlo  Sol- 
diers. 

Dav.  'Tis  he — our  hopes  are  anfwered — I 
know  him  well — it  is  the  King ! 

Aim.  Away!  Follow  with  your  royal  prize. 
Avoid  thofe  Peruvians,  though  in  flight.  This 
way  we  may  regain  our  line. 

[Exeunt  Davilla,  Almagro,  and  Soldiers,  with 
Ataliba  prifoner. 

O.  Man.  The  King !  Wretched  old  man,  that 
could  not  fee  his  gracious  form  ! — Boy,  would 
thou  hadil  led  me  to  the  reach  of  thofe  ruf- 
fians' fwords ! 

Boy.  Father !  all  our  countrymen  are  flying 
here  for  refuge. 

0.  Man.  No — to  the  refcue  of  their  King— 
they  never  will  defert  him.  (Alarms  without.) 

Enter  Peruvian  Officers  and  Soldiers,  flying  acrofe 
the  flag  e  ;    O  R  A  N  o  following. 

Ora.  Hold,  I  charge  you  !   '  Rolla  calls  you. 
Officer.  We  cannot  combat  with  their  dreadful 
engines. 

Enter  ROLLA. 

RoL  Hold,  recreants!  cowards! — What, 
fear  ye  death,  and  fear  not  (hame  ?  By  my 
foul's  fury,  I  cleave  to  the  earth  the  firft  cf  you 
that  ftirs,  or  plunge  your  daftard  fwords  into 
your  leader's  heart,  that  he  no  more  may  wit- 
nefs  your  difgrace.  Where  is  the  King? 

Ora.  From  this  old  man  and  boy  I  learn  that 

.the  detachment  of  the  enemy    which  you   ob- 

i  ierved 
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ferved  To  fuddenly  to  quit  the  field,  have  fuc~ 
ceeded  in  furpriiing  him  ;  they  are  yet  in  fight. 

Rol.  And  bear  the  Inca  off  a  prifoner  ? — 
Hear  this,  ye  bafe,  difloyal  rout !  Look  there  ! 
The  duft  you  fee  hangs  on  the  bloody  Spaniards' 
track,  dragging  with  ruffian  taunts  your  King, 
your  father ! — Ataliba  in  bondage.  Now  fly, 
and  feek  yonr  own  vile  fafety,  if  you  can. 

0.  Man.  Blefs  the  voice  of  Rolla — and  blefs 
the  ftroke  I  once  lamented,  but  which  now 
fpares  thefe  extinguimed  eyes  the  fhame  of  fee- 
ing the  pale  trembling  wretches  who  dare  not 
follow  Rolla  though  to  fave  their  King  ! 

Rol.  Shrink  ye  from  the  thunder  of  the  foe—- 
and fall  ye  not  at  this  rebuke  ?  Oh  !  had  ye 
each  but  one  drop  of  the  loyal  blood  which 
gulhes  to  wafte  through  the  brave  heart  of  this 
fightlefs  veteran  !  Eternal  (hame  purfue  you, 
if  you  defert  me  now  ! — But  do— alone  I  go — 
alone — to  die  with  glory  by  my  monarch's 
fide! 

Soldiers.  Rolla  !  we'll  follow  -thee.  (Trumpets 
found ;  Rolla  rujhes  out,  followed  by  Orano,  Offi- 
cers, and  Soldiers.) 

0.  Man.  O  godlike  Rolla  ! — And  thou  fun, 
fend  from  thy  clouds  avenging  lightning  to  his 
aid  ! — Hade,  my  boy  ;  afcend  fome  height, 
and  tell  to  my  impatient  terror  what  thou  fceft. 

Boy.  I  can  climb  this  rock,  and  the  tree 
above.  (Afcends  a  rock,  and  from  thence  into  the 
tree.)  O— now  I  fee  them — now — yes — and  the 
Spaniards  turning  by  the  fteep. 

O.  Man.  Rolla  follows  them  ? 

Boy.  He  does — he  does — he  moves  like  an 
arrow  ! — now  he  waves  his  arm  to  our  foldiers — 

(Report 
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("Report  of  cannon  beard.)     Now  there  is  fire  and 
fmoke. 

O.  Man.  Yes,  fre  is  the  weapon  of  thofe 
fiends. 

Boy.  The  wind  blows  off  the  fmoke  :  they 
are  all  mixed  together. 

O.  Man.  Seeft  thou  the  King  ?  .. 

Boy.  Yes — Rplla  is  near  him  !  His  fword 
(beds  fire  as  he  (trikes ! 

O.  Man.  Blefs  thee,  Rolla!  Spare  not  the 
monfters. 

Boy.  Father!  father!  the  Spaniards  fly! — O 
— now  I  fee  the  King  embracing  Rolla.  (Wav- 
ing bis  cap  for  joy.  Sbouts  of  viftory,  flourifo  of 
trumpets,  &c.) 

O.  Man.  (Falls  on  his  knees.)  Fountain  of  life! 
how  can  my  exhaufted  breath  bear  to  thee 
thanks  for  this  one  moment  of  my  life  !  My 
boy,  come  down,  and  let  me  kifs  thee— My 
ftrength  is  gone  !  (The  Boy  having  run  to  the  Old. 
Man) 

Boy.  Let  me  help  you,  father — You  tremble 

0.  Man.  'Tis  with  tranfport,  boy  ! 

"  [Boy  leads  th  Old  Man  off. 

Shouts,  Flourifo,  &c. 

Enter  ATALIBA,  ROLLA,  and  Peruvian  Officer* 
and  Soldiers. 

Ala.  In  the  name  of  my  people,  the  faviour 
of  whofe  fovereign  you  have  this  day  been,  ac- 
cept this  emblem  of  his  gratitude.  (Giving  Rolla 
his  fun  of  diamonds.)  The  tear  that  falls  upon  it 
may  for  a  moment  dim  its  luftre,  yet  does  it 
jaoj:  impair  the  value  of  the  gift. 

JR0/. 


35  PIZARRO  r     - 

Rol.  It  was  the  hand  of  Heaven,  not  mirict 
that  faved  my  King. 

Enter  ORANO,  and  Soldiers. 

Rf>L  Now,  foldier,   fromAlonzo? 

Ora.  Alonzo's  genius  foon  repaired  the  panic 
which  early  broke  our  ranks;  but  I  fear  we 
have  to  mourn  Alonzo's  lofs  ;  his  eager  fpirit 
urged  him  too  far  in  the  purfuit ! 

Ata.  How!    Alonzoflain? 

ijl  Sol.   I  faw  him  fall. 

zd  Sol.  Truft  me  I  beheld  him  up  again  and 
fighting — he  was  then  furrounded  and  difarmed. 

Ata.  O  !  victory,  dearly  purchafed  ! 

Rol.  O  Cora  !     Who  (hall  tell  thee  this? 

Ata.  Rolla,  our  friend  is  loft — our  native 
country  laved  !  Our  private  forrows  mud  yield 
to  the  public  claim  for  triumph.  Now  go  we 
to  fulfil  :he  firft,  the  moft  facred  duty  which 
belongs  to  victory — to  dry  the  widowed  and 
the  orphaned  tear  of  thofe  whofe  brave  protec- 
tors have  perimed  in  their  country's  caufe. 

[Triumphant  marclo^  and  excwit* 
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ACT    III. 

SCENE  I. 

A  wild  Retreat  among  ftupendous  Rocks.— CORA 
and  her  Child,  with  other  Wives  and  Children 
of  the  Peruvian  Warriors,  are  fcattered  about 
the  fcene  in  groups. — They  Jing  alternately,  Stan- 
zas exprefive  of  their  jituation,  with  a  CHORUS, 
in  which  all  join. 

iji  Peruvian  Woman. 

ZULUGA,  feed  thou  nothing  yet  ?  u 

Zul.  Yes,  two  Peruvian  foldiers,  cr-/-«/n 
the  hill ;  the  other  entering  the  thicket  in  the 
vale. 

zd  Per.  Woman.  One  more  has  pafs'd. — He 
comes — but  pale  and  terrified. 

Cora.  My  heart  will  ftart  from  my  bofom. 
Enter  a  Peruvian  Soldier,  panting  for  breath. 
Worn.  Well !  joy  or  death  ? 
Sold.  The   battle  is  againft  us.     The  King  is 
wounded,  and  a  prifoner. 
Worn.  Defpair  and  mifery ! 
Cora.  (In  a  faint  voice.)  And  Alonzo  ? 
Sold.  I  have  not  feen  him. 
jy?  Worn.  Oh !  whither  muft  we  fly  ? 
zd  Worn.  Deeper  into  the  fbreft. 
Cora.  I  fhall  not  move. 
Another  Peruvian  Soldier,  (without.)  Vi&ory  I 
victory  ! 

He  enters  haftily. 
Rejoice !  Rejoice  !  We  are  vi&orious ! 

F  Wm. 
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Worn.  (Springing  up.)  Welcome  !  welcome ! 
thou  meflenger  of  joy  :  but  the  King  ! 

Sold.  He  leads  the  brave  warriors,  who  ap- 
proach. 
(The  triumphant  march  of  the  army  is  heard  at  a 

dijiance. — The   Women  and  Children  join  in  a 

ftrain  expreffive  of  anxiety  and  exultation. — The 

Warriors  enter  Jinging   the  Song  of  FiEtcry,    in 

which  all  join. — The  King  and  ROLLA  follow, 

and  are  met  with  rapturous  and  afeftionate  refpetl. 

CORA,  during  this  fcene,  with  her  Child  in  her 

arms,  runs  through  tht  ranks  fearching  and  in- 
quiring for  ALONZO.^ 

Ata.  Thanks,  thanks,  my  children !  I  am 
well :  believe  it ;  the  blood  once  ftopp'd,  my 
wa-^nd  was  nothing.  (Cora  at  length  approaches 
Rofiia,  "who  appears  to  have  been  mournfully  avoiding 
her.)  Where  is  Alonzo  ? 

(Rolla  turns  away  inftlence.} 

Cora.  (Falling  at  the  King's  feet.)  Give  me  my 
hufband,  give  this  child  his  father. 

Ata.  I  grieve  that  Alonzo  is  not  here. 

Cora.  Hop'd  you  to  find  him  ? 

Ata.  Moft  anxioufly. 

Cora.  Ataliba !   is  he  not  dead  ? 

Ata.  No  !  the  Gods  will  have  heard  our  prayers. 

Cora.  Is  he  not  dead,  Ataliba? 

Ata.  He  lives — in  my  heart. 

Cora.  Oh  King  !  torture  me  not  thus !  fpeak 
our,  is  this  child  fatherlefs  ? 

Ata.  Deareft  Cora  !  do  not  thus  dam  afide  the 
little  hope  that  ftill  remains. 

Cora.  The  little  hope  !  yet  ftill  there  is  hope  f 
Speak  to  me,  Rolla  :  you  are  the  friend  of  truth. 

Rol  Alonzo  has  not  been  found. 

Cora.  Not  found  !  What  mean  you  ?  will  not 
4  yo» 
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you,  Rolla,  tell  me  truth?  Oh  !  let  me  not  hear 
the  thunder  rolling  at  a  diftance ;  let  the  bolt  fall 
and  crufh  my  brain  at  once. — Say  not  that  he  is 
not  found  :  fay  at  once  that  h«  is  dead. 

Rol.  Then  fhould  I  fay  falfe. 

Cora.  Falfe  !  Bleffings  on  thee  for  that  word  ! 
But  fnatch  me  from  this  terrible  fufpenfe.  Lift 
up  thy  little  hands,  my  child  ;  perhaps  thy  igno- 
rance may  plead  better  than  thy  mother's  agony. 

Rol.  Alonzo  is  taken  prifoner. 

Cora.  Prifoner !  and  by  the  Spaniards  ?  Pizar- 
ro's  prifoner  ?  Then  is  he  dead. 

Ata.  Hope  better—the  richeft  ranfom  which  our 
realm  can  yield,  a  herald  (hall  this  inftant  bear.- 

Per.  Worn.  Oh  !  for  Alonzo's  ranfom — our 
gold,  our  gems! — all!  all! — Here,  clear  Cora, 
— here  !  here  ! 

(The  Peruvian  Women  eagerly  tear  off  all  their 
'  ornaments,  and  run  'and  take  them  from  their 
children,  to  offer  them  to  Cora.) 

Ata.  Yes,  for  Alonzo's  ranfom  they  would 
give  all ! — I  thank  thee,  Father,  who  haft  given 
me  fuch  hearts  to  rule  over !  j 

Cora.  Now  one  boon  more,  beloved  monarch. 
Let  me  go  with  the  herald. 

Ala.  Remember,  Cora,  thon  art  not  a  wife  only, 
but  a  mother  too  :  hazard  not  your  own  honour, 
and  the  fafety  of  your  infant.  Among  ihefe 
barbarians  the  fight  "of  thy  youth,  thy  lovelinefs, 
and  innocence,  would  but  rivetfafter  your  Alonzo'a 
chains,  and  rack  his  heart  with  added  fears  for 
thee. — Wait,  Cora,  the  return  of  the  herald. 

Cora.  Teach  me  how  to  live  till  then. 

Ata.  Now  we  go  to  offer  to  the  Gods,  thanks 

for  our  victory,  and   prayers  for   our  Alonzo's 

fafety.  [March  and  proce/ion.     Exeunt  ortves. 

F  2  SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

The  mod. 
Enter  CORA  and  Child. 

Cora.  Mild  innocence,  what  will  become  of 
thee  ? 

Enter  ROLL  A. 

Rol.  Cora,  I  attend  thy  fummons  at  th'  ap- 
pointed fpot. 

Cora.  Oh  my  child,  my  boy  ! — haft  thou  ftill 
a  father  ? 

Rol.  Cora,  can  thy  child  be  fatherlefs,  while 
Rolla  lives  ? 

Cora.  Will  he  not  foon  want  a  mother  too  ? — 
For  canft  thou  think  I  will  furvive  Alonzo's 
lofs? 

Rol.  Yes  !  for  his  child's  fake. — Yes,  as  thou 
didft  love  Alonzo,  Cora,  liften  to  Alonzo's 
friend. 

Cora.  You  bid  me  liften  to  the  world. — Who 
was  not  Alonzo's  friend  ? 

Rol.  His  parting  words 

Cora.  His  parting  words!  (Wildly.) Oh, fpeak ! 

Rol.  Confign'd  to  me  two  precious  trufts — his 
blefiing  to  his  fon,  and  a  laft  requeft  to  thee. 

Cora.  His  laft  requeft!  his  lajt! — Oh,  name  it! 

Rol.  If  1  fall,  faid  he — (and  fad  forebodings 
{hook  him  while  he  fpoke) — promife  to  take  my 
Cora  for  thy  wifej  be  thou  a  father  to  my  child. 
— I  pledged  my  word  to  him,  and  we  parted. — 
Obferve  me,  Cora,  I  repeat  this  only,  as  my 
faith  to  do  fo  was  given  to  Alonzo— for  myfelf, 
J  neither  cherifh  claim  or  hope. 

Cora.  Ha !  does  my  reafon  fail  me,  or  what 

is 
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is  this  horrid  light  that  prefies  on  my  brain  ? 
Oh,  Alonzo  !  It  may  be  thou  haft  fallen  a  viclim 
to  thy  own  guilelefs  heart — hadft  thou  been  fi- 
knt,  hadft  thou  not  made  a  fatal  legacy  of  thefc 
wretched  charms 

Rol.  Cora !  what  hateful  fufpicion  has  pof- 
fefied  thy  mind  ? 

Cora.  Yes,  yes,  'tis  clear — his  fpirit  was  en- 
fnar'd ;  he  was  led  to  the  fatal  fpot,  where  mor- 
tal valour  could  not  front  a  hoft  of  murderers — 
He  fell — in  vain  did  he  exclaim  for  help  to 
Rolla.  At  a  diftance  you  look'd  on  and  fmil'd 
— You  could  have  faved  him — could — but  did 
not. 

Rol.  Oh,  glorious  fun  !  can  I  have  deferved 
this  ?  Cora,  rather  bid  me  ftrike  this  fword  into 
my  heart. 

Cora.  No !  live !  live  for  love !  for  that  love 
thou  feekeftj  whofe  bloffoms  are  to  fhoot 
from  the  bleeding  grave  of  thy  betray'd  and 
flaughter'd  friend  ! — But  thou  haft  borne  to  me 
the  loft  words  of  my  Alonzo  !  Now  hear  mine 
— Sooner  ihall  this  boy  draw  poifon  from  this 
tortured  bread — fooner  would  1  link  me  to  the 
pallid  corfe  of  the  meaneft  wretch  that  pe- 
rifh'd  with  Alonzo,  than  he  call  Rolla  father— 
than  I  call  Rolla  hufband  ! 

Rol.  Yet  call  me  what  I  am — thy  friend,  thy 
protector  ! 

Cora.  (Diflrafiedly.)  Away!  I  have  no  protec- 
tor but  my  God  ! — With  this  child  in  my  arms 
will  I  haften  to  the  field  of  Daughter — There  with 
thefe  hands  will  I  turn  up  to  the  light  every  man- 
gled body — feeking,  howe'er  by  death  disfigur'd, 
the  fweet  fmile  of  my  Alonzo: — with  fearful  cries  I 
will  fhriek  out  his  name  till  my  veins  fnap !  If  the 

fmalleft 
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fmalleft  fpark  of  life  remains,  he  will  know  the 
voice  of  his  Cora,  open  for  a  moment  his  un- 
(hrouded  eyes,  and  blefs  me  with  a  iaft  look : 
But  if  \ve  find  him  not — Oh!  then,  my  boy,  we 
will  to  the  Spanifh  camp — that  look  of  thine 
will  \vin  me  paflage  through  a  thoufand  fwords — 
They  too  are  men. — Is  there  a  heart  that  could 
drive  back  the  wife  that  feeks  her  bleeding  huf- 
band ;  or  the  innocent  babe  that  cries  for  his  im- 
prifon'd  father  ?  No,  no,  my  child,  every  where 
we  fhall  be  fafe. — A  wretched  mother  bearing  a 
poor  orphan  in  her  arms,  has  Nature's  pafiporc 
through  the  world.  Yes,  yes,  my  fan,  we'll  go 
and  feek  thy  father.  [Exit  with  the  Child. 

Rol.  (After  a  paufe  of  agitation.)  Could  I  have 
merited  one  breath  of  thy  reproaches,  Cora,  I 
fhould  be  the  wretch — I  think  I  was  not  formed  to 
be.-^-HER  fafety  muft  be  my  prefent  purpofe — 
then  to  convince  her  fhe  has  wronged  me  1  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Pizarros  Tent. 

PIZARRO,  traverfmg  the  fcene  in  gloovty  and  furious 
agitation. 

Well,  capricious  idol,  Fortune,' be  my  ruin 
rfiy  work  and  'boaft.  To  myfdf  I  will  frill  be 
true.— Yet  ere  I  fall,  grant  me  thy  fmile  to  pro- 
fper  in  one  aft  of  vengeance,  and  be  that  fmile 
Aionzo's  death. 

Enter  ELVIRA. 

Who's  there?  who  dares  in-.rudc  ?  Why  does 
my  guard  neglect' their  duty  ? 

Your  guard  did  what -they  couH — but 

they 
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they  knew  their  duty  better  than  to  enforce  au- 
thority, when  I  refuied  obedience. 

Piz.  And  what  is  it  you  defire'  ? 

Eh.  To  fee  how  a  hero  bears  misfortune. 
Thou,  Pizarro,  art  not  now  collected — not  thy- 
felf. 

Piz.  Wouldft  thou  I  mould  rejoice  that  the 
fpears  of  the  enemy,  led  by  accurs'd  Alonzo,  have 
pierced  the  braveft  hearts  of  my  followers  ? 

Eh.  No  ! — I  would  have  thee  cold  and  dark 
as  the  night  that  follows  the  departed  ftorm; 
dill  and  fullen  as  the  awful  paufe  that  precedes 
Nature's  convulfion  :  yet  I  would  have  thee  feel 
allured  that  a  new  morning  mall  arife,  when  the 
warrior's  fpirit  mail  ftalk.  forth — nor  fear  the  fu- 
ture, nor  lament  the  part. 

Piz.  Woman  !  Elvira !  —  Why  had  not  all 
my  men  hearts  like  thine  ? 

Eh.  Then  would  thy  brows  have  this  day 
worn  the  crown  of  Quito. 

Piz.  Oh !  hope  fails  me  while  that  fcourge  of 
my  life  and  fame,  Alonzo,  leads  the  enemy. 

Eh.  Pizarro,  I  am  come  to  probe  the  hero 
farther  :  not  now  his  courage,  but  his  magnani- 
mity— Alonzo  is  your  prifoner. 

Piz.  How] 

Eh.  Tis  certain ;  Valverde  faw  him  even 
now  dragged  in  chains  within  your  camp.  I 
chofe  to  bring  you  the  intelligence  myfelf. 

Piz.  Blefs  thee,  Elvira,  for  the  news  ! — Alonzo 
in  my  power  ! — then  I  am  the  conqueror — the 
victory  is  MINE  ! 

Eh.  Pizarro,  this  is  favage  and  unmanly 
triumph.  Believe  me,  you  raife  impatience  in 
my  mind  to  fee  the  man  whole  valour,  and 
whofe  genius,  awe  Pizarro ;  whole  misfortunes 

are 
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are  Pizarro's  triumph;  whofe  bondage  is   Pi- 
zarro's fafcty. 

Piz.  Guard  I — (Enter  Guard.) — Drag  here  the 
Spanifh  prifoner,  Alonzo  ! — Quick  bring  the 
traitor  here.  [Exit  Guard. 

Elv.  What  (hall  be  his  fate  ? 
Piz.   Death  !  death  !  in  lingering  torments  I 
protracted  to  the  laft  ftretch  that  burning  ven- 
geance can  devife,  and  fainting  life  fuftain. 

Elv.  Shame  on  thee  !  Wilt  thou  have  it  faid 
that    the   Peruvians  found    Pizarro   could   not 
conquer  till  Alonzo  felt  that  he  could  murder  ? 
Piz.  Be  it  faid — I  care  not.  His  fate  is  fealed. 
Eh.  Follow  then  thy  will :  but  mark  me ;  if 
bafely  thou  doft  fhed  the  blood  of  this  brave 
youth,  Elvira's  loft  to  thee  for  ever. 

Piz.  Why  this  intereft  for  a  ftranger  ?  What 
is  Alonzo's  fate  to  thee  > 

Elv.  His  fate  ! — nothing  ! — thy  glory,  every 
thing  ! — Think'it  thou  I  could  love  theeflript  of 
fame,  of  honour,  and  a  juft  renown  ? — Know  me 
better. 

Piz.  Thou  fhouldft  have  known  ME  better. 
Thou  (houldft  have  known,  that,  once  provoked 
to  hate,  I  am  for  ever  fixed  in  vengeance.— 
(Alonzo  is  brought  in,  in  chains,  guarded.  Elvira 
obferves  him  with  attention  and  admiration.) — Wel- 
come, welcome,  Don  Alonzo  de  Molina ;  'tis 
long  fmce  we  have  met :  thy  mended  looks 
fhould  fpeak  a  life  of  rural  indolence.  How 
is  it  that  amid  th'e  toils  and  cares  of  war  thou 
doft  preferve  the  healthful  bloom  of  carelefs 
cafe  ?  Tell  me  thy  fecret. 

Al.  Thou  wilt  not  profit  by  it.  Whate'er  the 
toils  or  cares  of  war,  peace  ftill  is  here,  (Putting 
Hs  hand  to  his  heart-)  - 

Piz. 
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Piz.  Sarcaftic  boy  ! 

Eh.  Thou  an  anftvered  rightly.  Why  fport 
with  the  unfortunate  ? 

Piz.  And  thou  art  wedded  too,  I  hear;  aye/ 
and  the  father  of  a  lovely  boy — the  heir,  no 
doubt,  of  all  his  father's  loyalty  ;  of  all  his  mo- 
ther's faith. 

AL  The  heir,  I  tcoft,  of  all  his  father's  fcorn 
of  fraud,  oppreffion,  and  hypocrify — the  heir,  I 
hope,  of  all  his  mother's  virtue,  genrlenefs,  and 
truth — the  heir,  I  am  fure,  to  all  Pizarro's  hate. 

Piz.  Really  !  Now  do  I  feel  for  this  poor  or- 
phan ;  for  fatherlefs  to-morrow's  fun  fliall  fee 
that  child.  Alonzo,  thy  hours  are  numbered, 

Eh.  Pizarro — no  ! 

Piz.  Hence — or  dread  my  anger. 

Eh.  \  will  not  hence;  nor  do  I  dread  thy 
anger. 

AL  Generous  lovelinefs  !  fpare  thy  unavail- 
ing pity.  Seek  not  to  thwart  the  tiger  with  his 
prey  beneath  his  fangs. 

Piz.  Audacious  rebel !  Thou,  a  renegade  from 
thy  monarch  and  thy  God  ! 

AL  'Tis  falle. 

Piz.  Art  thou  not,  tell  me,  a  deferter  from 
thy  country's  legions — and,  with  vile  heathens 
leagued,  haft  thou  not  warred  againft  thy  native 
land  ? 

AL  No  !  Deferter  I  am  none  !  I  was  not  born 
among  robbers!  pirates!  murderers!  —  When 
thole  legions,  lured  by  the  abhorred  luft  of  gold, 
and  by  thy  foul  ambition  urged,  forgot  the  ho- 
nour of  Caftiliar.s,  and  forfook  the  duties  of  hu- 
manity, THEY  deferted  ME.  I  have  not  warred 
againft  my  native  land,  but  againft  thofc  who 
have  ufurped  its  power.  The  banners  of  my 
c  country, 
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country,  when  firft  1  followed  arms  beneath  them, 
were  Juflice,  Faith,  and  Mercy.  If  thefe  are 
beaten  down  and  trampled  under  foot — I  have 
no  country,  nor  exifts  the  power  entitled  to  re- 
proach me  with  revolt. 

Piz.  The  power  to  judge  and  punifh  thee  at 
leaft  exifts. 

Al>  Where  are  my  judges  ? 

Piz.  Thou  wouldft  appeal  to  the  war  council  ? 

Al.  If  the   good  Las-Cafas  have  yet  a  feat 
there,  yes ;  if  not,  I  appeal  to  Heaven ! 
.   Piz.  And  to  impofe  upon  the  folly  of  Las- 
Cafas,  what  would  be  the  excufes  of  thy  treafon? 

Eh.  The  folly  of  Las-Cafas!— Such,  doubt- 
lefs,  his  mild  precepts  feem  to  thy  hard-hearted 
wifdom!  —  O!  would  I  might  have  lived  as  I 
\yill  die,  a  (harer  in  the  follies  of  Las-Cafas ! 

AL  To  him  I  fhould  not  need  to  urge  the 
foul  barbarities  which  drove  me  from  your  fide; 
but  I  would  gently  lead  him  by  the  hand  through 
all  the  lovely  fields  of  Quito;  there,  in  many  a 
fpot  where  late  was  barrennefs  and  wafte,  I 
would  (how  him  how  now  the  opening  bloflbm, 
blade,  or  perfumed  bud,  fweet  bamful  pledges  of 
delicious  harveft,  wafting  their  incenfe  to  the 
ripening  fun,  give  chearful  promife  to  the  hope 
of  induftry.  This,  I  would  fay,  is  my  work  ] 
Next  I  mould  tell  how  hurtful  cuftoms,  and  fu- 
perftitions  ftrange  and  fullen,  would  often  fcatter 
and  difmay  the  credulous  minds  of  thefe  deluded 
innocents;  and  then  would  I  point  out  to  him 
where  now,  in  cluttered  villages,  they  live  like 
brethren,  focial  and  confiding,  while  through 
the  burning  day  Content  fits  baling  on  the  cheek 
of  Toil,  till  laughing  Paftime  leads  them  to  the 
hour  of  reft— this  too  is  mine  !•-- And  prouder 

yet— 
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yet— at  that  (till  paufe  between  exertion  and  re- 
pofe,  belonging  not  to  paftime,  labour,  or  te 
red,  but  unto  Him  who  fanc\ions  and  ordains 
them  all,  I  would  ihow  him  many  an  eye,  and 
many  a  hand,  by  gemlenefs  from  error  won, 
railed  in  pure  devotion  to  the  true  and  only 
God  {—this  too  I  could  tell  him  is  Alonzo's 
work  ! — Then  would  Las-Cafas  clafp  me  in  his 
aged  arms;  from  his  uplifted  eyes  a  tear  of 
gracious  thankfulnefs  would  fall  upon  my  head, 
and  that  one  bleffed  drop  would  be  to  me 
at  once  this  world's  beft  proof,  that  I  had  aded 
rightly  here,  and  fureft  hope  of  my  Creator's 
mercy  and  reward  hereafter. 

Eh.  Happy,  virtuous  Alonzo!  And  thou, 
Pizarro,  wouldft  appal  with  fear  of  death  a  man 
who  thinks  and  acls  as  he  does ! 

Piz.  Daring,  obftinate  enthufiaft  !  But  know 
the  pious  bleffingof  thy  preceptor's  tears  does  not 
await  thee  here :  he  has  fled  like  ihee — like 
thee,  no  doubt,  to  join  the  foes  of  Spain.  The 
perilous  trial  of  the  next  reward  you  hope,  is 
nearer  than  perhaps  you've  thought;  for,  by 
my  country's  wrongs,  and  by  mine  own,  to- 
morrow's fun  (hall  fee  thy  death. 

Eh.  Hold  ! — Pizarro — hear  me  ! — If  not  al- 
ways juftfyy  at  leaft  aft  always  greatly.  Name 
not  thy  country's  wrongs — 'tis  plain  they  have 
no  lhare  in  thy  refentment.  Thy  fury  'gainft 
this  youth  is  private  hate,  and  deadly  perfonal 
revenge  ;  if  this  be  fo — and  even  now  thy  de- 
tected confcience  in  that  look  avows  it — profane 
not  the  name  of  juftice  or  thy  country's  caufe, 
but  let  him  arm,  and  bid  him  to  the  field  on 
equal  terms, 

c  *  Pi*. 


44  PIZARRO : 

P/2.  Officious  advocate  for  treaibn- — peace ! 
— Bear  him  hence — he  knows  his  lenience. 

Al.  Thy  revenge  is  eager,  and  I'm  thankful 
for  it— to  me  thy  hade  is  mercy.  For  thee, 
fweet  pleader  in  misfortune's  caufe,  accept  my 
parting  thanks.  This  camp  is  not  thy  proper 
iphere.  Weir  thou  among  yonfavages,  as  they 
are  called,  thou'dft  find  companions  more  con- 
genial to  thy  heart. 

Piz.  Yes ;  fhe  (hall  bear  the  tidings  of  thy 
death  to  Cora. 

M.  Inhuman  man  J  that  pang  at  leaft  might 
have  been  fpared  me ;  but  thy  malice  (hall  not 
fhake  my  conilancy.  I  go  to  death— many 
fhall  blefs,  and  none  will  curie  my  memory. 
Thou  ftill  wilt  live,  and  ftill  wilt  be — I'izarro. 

[£.v/7,  guarded. 

Eiv.  No\v  by  the  indignant  fcorn  that  burns 
upon  my  cheek,  my  foul  is  foamed  and  fickened 
at  the  meannefe  of  thy  vengeance. 

Piz.  What  has  thy  romantic  folly  aimed  at  > 
He  is  mine  enemy,  and  in  my  power. 

Eh.  He  is  in  your  power,-  and  therefore  is  no 

more  an  enemy.     Pizarro,  I  demand  not  of  thee 

virtue — I  afk  not  from  thee  nobleneis  of  mind— >- 

I  require  only  juft  dealing  to  the  fame  thou  haft 

acquired;     be    not   the   ailaflin  of   thine   own 

renown.     Ho>v  often  have  you  fworn  that  the 

.  facririce    which    thy    wondrous    valour's    high 

.report  had  won  you  from  fubdued  Elvira,  was 

-the   proudeil   triumph  of   your   fame?     Thou 

.knoweft  I  bear  a  mind  not  cait  in  the  common. 

, mould — not  formed  for  tame  iequeltered  love--- 

conrent  'mid-liDDibhold  cares   to  prattle  to  an 

idle  offspring,  and  wait  the  dull  delight  of  an 

obfcuce  lover's  kindnefs— no !    my    heart  was 

3  framed 
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framed  to  look  up  with  awe  and  homage  to  the 
objed  it  adored  ;  my  ears  to  own  no  myfic.  but 
the  thrilling  records  of  his  praife;  my  lips,  to 
fcorn  all  babbling  but  the  tales-  of  his  achieve- 
ments; my  brain  to  turn  giddy  with  dcligftr, 
reading  the  applauding  tributes  of  his "monarch's 
and  his  country's  gratitude;  my  every  faculty  to 
throb  with  tranfpor.c,  while  I  heard  the  Qiouts  of 
acclamation  which  announced  the  coming  of -my 
h-ero  ;  my  whole  foul  to  love  him  with  devotion! 
with  enthufiafm  !  to  fee  no  other  object—to  ou  n 
no  other  tie— -but  to  make  HIM  my  WORLD  ! 
Thus  to  love  is  at  lead  no  common  \veaknefs. 
— Pizarro  ! — was  not  fuch  my  love  for  thee? 

Piz.  It  was,  Elvira  ! 

Elv.  Then  do  not  make  me  hateful  to  myfeif, 
by  tearing  oft' the  mafk  at  once  —  baring  the 
hideous  impofture  that  has  undone  me  ! — Do 
not  an  aft  which,  howc'er  thy  prefent  power 
may  glofs  it  to  the  world,  will  make  thee  hate- 
ful to  all  future  ages — accurfed  and  fcorned  by 
pofterity. 

Piz.  And  fhould  pofterity  applaud  my  deeds, 
think'ft  thou  my  mouldering  bones  would  rattle 
then  with  tranfport  in  my  tomb  ? — This  is  re- 
nown for  vifionary  boys  to  dream  of — I  und-er- 
ftand  it  not.  The  fame  I  value  fhall  uplift  my 
living  eftimation— o'erbear  with  popular  fupporr 
the  envy  of  my  foes — advance  my  purpofes,  aod 
aid  my  power. 

Eh.  Each  word  thou  fpeakeft — each  moment 
that  I  hear  thee — difpels  the  fatal  mitt  through 
which  I've  judged  thee.  Thou  man  of  mighty 
name,  but  little  foul,  I  fee  thou  were  not  bora 
to  feel  what  genuine  fame  and  glory  are — yes, 
prefer  the  flattery  of  thy  ov;"»i  fleeting  day  to  the 

bright 
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bright  circle  of  a  deathlefs  name — yes,  prefer 
to  iiare  upon  the  grain  of  fand  on  which  you 
trample,  to  mufing  on  the  ftarred  canopy  above 
thee.  Fame,  the  fovereign  deity  of  proud  am- 
bition, is  not  to  be  wormipped  fo  :  who  feeks 
alone  for  living  homage,  ftands  a  mean  canvafler 
in  her  temple's  porch,  wooing  promiJcuoufly 
from  the  fickle  breath  of  every  wretch  that  pafTes, 
the  brittle  tribute  of  his  praife.  He  dares  not 
approach  the  facred  altar — no  noble  facrifice  of 
his  is  placed  there,  nor  ever  (hall  his  worfhip'd 
image,  fix'd  above,  claim  for  his  memory  a  glo- 
rious immortality. 

P/z.  Elvira,  leave  me. 

Eh.  Pizarro,  you  no  longer  love  me. 

Piz.  It  is  not  fo,  Elvira.  But  what  might  I 
not  fufpect — this  wondrous  intereft  for  a  ftran- 
ger  ! — Take  back  thy  reproach. 

EIv.  No,  Pizarro;  as  yet  I  am  not  loft  to 
you — one  ftring  itill  remains,  and  binds  me  to 
your  fate.  Do  not,  I  conjure  you — do  not  for 
thine  own  fake,  tear  it  afunder  —  {bed  not 
Alonzo's  blood  ! 

Piz.  My  refolution  's  fixed. 

Eh.  Even  though  that  moment  loft  you  Elvira 
for  ever  ? 

Piz.  Even  fo. 

JLlv.  Pizarro,  if  not  to  honour,  if  not  to  hu- 
manity, yet  Hften  to  affection  ;  bear  ibme  me- 
mory of  the  facrifices  I  have  made  for  thy  fake. 
Have  I  not  for  thee  quitted  my  parents,  my 
friends,  my  fame,  my  native  land  ?  When 
efcaping,  did^I  not  rifk  in  ruming  to  thy  arms 
to  bury  myfelf  in  the  boibm  of  the  deep  ?  Have 
I  not  fhared  all  thy  perils,  heavy  ftorms  at  fea, 
and  frightful  Tcapes  on  fiiore.?  Even  on  this 

dreadful 
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dreadful  day,  amid  the  rout  of  battle,  \v'io  re- 
mained firm  arid  contlant  at  Pizarro's  fide  ?  Who 
prefented  her  bofoni  as  his  fhield  to  the  affailing 
foe? 

Piz.  'Tis  truly  fpoken  all.  In  love  thou  art 
thy  fex's  miracle — in  war  the.ibldier's  pattern — 
and  therefore  my  whole  heart  and  half  my  ao 
quifitions  are  thy  right. 

Elv.  Convince  me  I  poffefs  the  firft— I  ex- 
change all  title  to  the  latter,  for — mercy  to 
Alonzo. 

Piz.  No  more  ! — Had  I  intended  to  prolong 
his  doom,  each  word  thou  uttered  now  would 
haften  on  his  fate. 

Elv.  Alonzo  then  at  morn  will  die  ? 
Piz.  Think'ft  thou    yon  fun  will  fet  ?  —  As 
furely  at  his  riling  (hall  Alonzo  die. 

Eh.  Then  be  it  done — the  firing  is  crack'd 
— fundered  for  ever. — But  mark  me — thou  haft 
heretofore  had  caufe,  'tis  true,  to  doubt  my  re- 
folution,  howe'er  offended — but  mark  me  now 
— the  lips  which,  cold  and  jeering,  barbing  re- 
venge with  rancorous  mockery,  can  infult  a 
fallen  enemy,  (hall  never  more  receive  the  pledge 
of  love :  the  arm  unfliaken  by  its  bloody  pur- 
pofe,  which  (hail  affign  to  needlefs  torture  the 
victim  who  avows  his  heart,  never  more  (hall 
prefs  the  hand  of  faith  !— Pizarro,  fcorn  not  my 
words — beware  you  flight  them  not! — I  feel  how 
noble  are  die  motives  which  now  animate  my 
thoughts — who  could  not  feel  as  I  do,  I  condemn 
— who,  feeling  fo,  yet  would  not  aft  as  I  SHALL,! 
defpife ! 

Piz.  (After  a  paufe,  looking  at,  her  with  an 
affefted  fmile  of  contempt.)  I  have  heard  thee, 
Elvira,  and  know  well  the  noble  motives  which 

infpire. 
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in-fpire  thee — fit  advocate  in  virtue's  caule  ? — • 
Believe  me,  I  pity  thy  tender  feelings  for  the 

b  Alonzo  ! — He  dies  at  fun-rife  !  [Exit. 
Ek\  'Tia  well !  'tis  juft  I  fhould  be  humbled 
- — I  had  forgot  myfelf,  and  in  the  caufe  of  in- 
nocence aiTu-med  the  tone  of  virtue.  'Twas  fit 
I  ihould  be  rebuked — and  by  Pizarro.  Fall, 
fall,  ye  few  reluctant  drops  of  weaknefs — the 
Jaft  thefe  eves  fliall  ever  fhcd.  How  a  woman 
can -love  Pizarro,  thou  hail  known  too  well — 
how  (lie  can  hate,  thou  haft  yet  to  learn.  Yes, 
thou  undaunted  !  Thou,  whom  yet  no  mortal 
hazard  has  .appalled  !  Thou,  who  on  Panama's 
brow  didft  make  alliance  with  the  raving  ele- 
ments, that  tore  the  filence  of  that  horrid  night 
— when  thou  didft  follow,  as  thy  pioneer,  the 
craming  thunder's  drift,  and  (talking  o'er  the 

idling  earth,  didll  plant  thy  banner  by  the 
red  volcano's  mouih  !  Thou,  who  when  battling 
on  the  fea,  and  thy  brave  fhip  was  blown  to 
fpiinccrs,  waft  feen  —  as  thou  didft  beftride  a 
fragment  of  the  fmoking  wreck — to  wave  thy 
glittering  (word  above  thy  head — as  thou  wouldft 
defy  the  world  in  that  extremity  !  —  Come, 
fearlefs  man — now  meet  the  laft  and  felieft  peril 
of  thy  life — meet !  and  iurvive — an  injured  wo- 
man's fury,  if  thou  canft.  [Er/f. 


END    OF    THE    THIRD    ACT. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 


A  btwgeon  in  the  Rock,  near  the  Spanijh  Camp. — 
ALONZO  in  Chains. — A  Centinel  walking  near 
the  Entrance. 

Alonzo.  T71  OR  the  laft  time,  I  have  beheld  the 
Jf  fhadow'd  ocean  clofe  upon  the  light. — 
For  the  laft  tune,  thro'  my  cleft  dungeon's  roof, 
I  now  behold  the  quivering  luftre  of  the  ftars. — 
For  the  laft  time,  O  fun  !  (and  foon  the  hour)  I 
ihall  behold  thy  riling,  and  thy  level  beams 
melting  the  pale  mills  of  morn  to  glittering  dew- 
drops. — Then  comes  my  death,  and  in  the  morning 
of  my  day,  I  fall,  which—No,  Alonzo,  date  not  the 
life  which  thou  haft  run,  by  the  mean  reck'ning  of 
the  hours  and  days,  which  thou  halt  breath'd  :  A 
life  fpent  worthily  mould  be  meafured  by  a  nobler 
line — by  deeds — not  years — Then  woud'ft  thou 
murmur  not — butblefs  the  Providence,  which  in  fo 
mort  a  fpan,  made  THEE  the  inftrument  of  wide  and 
fpreading  bleflings,  to  thehelplefsand  opprefs'd  ! — 
Tho'  finking  in  decrepid  age — HE  prematurely 
falls,  whofe  memory  records  no  benefit  conferred  by 
him  on  man  :  They  only  have  lived  long,  who 
have  lived  virtuoufly. 

H  Enter 
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Enter  a  Soldier— Jhews  the  Centinel  a  Paffport,  who 
withdraws. 

Alonzo.  What  bear  you  there  ? 

SoL  Thefe  refreshments  I  was  order'd  to  leave 
in  your  dungeon. 

Al.  By  whom  order'd  ? 

Sol.  By  the  lady  Elvira ;  Ihe  will  be  here  her- 
felf  before  the  dawn. 

AL  Bear  back  to  her  my  humblefl  thanks  ;  and 
take  thou  the  refremments,  friend — I  need  them 
not. 

Sol.  I  have  ferved  under  yon,  Don  Alonzo. — 
Pardon  my  faying,  that  my  heart  pities  you. 

[Exit. 

AL  In  Pizarro's  camp,  to  pity  the  unfortunate, 
no  doubt  requires  forgivenefs. — (Looking  out)  Sure- 
ly, even  now,  thin  ftreaks  of  glimmering  light 
fteal  on  the  darknefs  of  the  Eaft. — If  fo,  my  life  is 
but  one  hour  more. — I  will  not  watch  the  coming 
dawn ;  but  in  the  darknefs  of  my  cell,  my  laft 
prayer  to  thee,  Power  Supreme  !  fhall  be  for  my 
wife  and  child  ! — Grant  them  to  dwell  in  inno- 
cence and  peace ;  grant  health  and  purity  of 
mind — all  elle  his  worthlefs.  (Enters  the  Cavern.) 

Cent.  Who's  there  ?  anfwer  quickly  !  who's 
there  ? 

Rol.  A  Friar,  come  to  vilit  your  prifoner. 

ROLL  A  enters,  difguifed  as  a  Monk. 

Rol.  Inform  me,  friend — Is  not   Alonzo,  the 
Spanith  prifoner,  confined  in  this  dungeon? 
Cen.  He  is. 
Rol.  1  muft  fpeak  with  him. 

Cen. 
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Cen.  You  mud  not. 

Rol.  He  is  my  friend. 

Cent.  Not  if  he  were  your  brother. 

Rol.  What  is  to  be  his  fate  ? 

Cen.  He  dies  at  fun-rife. 

Rol.  Ha  ! — then  I  am  come  in  time. 

Cen.  Juft to  witnefs  his  death. 

Rol.  Soldier — I  muft  fpeak  with  him. 

Cent.  Back, — back. — It  is  impoffible  !  — 

Rol.  I  do  entreat  you,  but  for  one  moment ! 

Cen.  You  entreat  m  vain — my  orders  are  mod 
ftrid:. 

Rol.  Even  now,  I  faw  a  meffenger  go  hence. 

Cen.  He  brought  a  pafs,  which  we  are  all  ac- 
cuftomed  to  obey. 

Rol.  Look  on  this  wedge  of  maffive  gold — look 
on  thefe  precious  gems. — In  thy  own  land  they 
will  be  wealth  for  thee  and  thine,  beyond  thy 
hope  or  wifh.  Take  them  —  they  are  thine. — Let 
me  but  pafs  one  minute  with  Alonzo. 

Cen.  Away  ! — woud'ft  thou  corrupt  me  ? — 
Me  ! — an  old  Caftilian  ! — I  know  my  duty  better. 

Rol.  Soldier  ! — haft  thou  a  wife  ? 

Cen.  I  have. 

Rol.  Haft  thou  children  ? 

Cen.  Four— honeft,  lively  boys. 

Rol.  Where  did'ft  thou  leave  them  ? 

Cen.  In  my  native  village — even  in  the  cot 
where  myfelf  was  born. 

Rol.  Do'ft  thou  love  thy  children  and  thy  wife  ? 

Cen.  Do  1  love  them  !  God  knows  my  heart, — 
I  do. 

Rol.  Soldier  !  imagine  thou  wer't  doom'd  to 
die  a  cruel  death  in  this  ftrange  land — What 
would  be  thy  laft  requeft  ? 
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Cen.  That  fome  of  my  comrades  fhould  carry 
my  dying  bleffipg  to  my  \vife  and  children. 

Rol.  Oh  !  but  if  that  comrade  was  at  thy  pri- 

fon  gate— and  fhould  there  be  told thy  fellow 

foldier  dus  at  fun-rife,- — yet  thou  fhalt  not  for  a 
moment  fee  him  —  nor  ihalt  thou  bear  his  dying 
bleffing  to  his  poor  children  or  hi  bed  wife, 

— what  vvould'fb  thou  think  of  him,   who    thus 
cou'd  drive  thy  comrade  from  the  door  ? 
Cen.  Ho;v  | 

Rol.  Alonzo  has  a  wife  and  child — I  am  come 
but  to  receive  for  her,  and  for  her  bake,  the  laft 
bldling  of  my  friend, 
Cen.  Go  in.— ( Ketlres.) 

Rol.  Oh  !  holy  Nature  !  thou  d-Vft  never  plead 
in  van. — There  is  not,  of  our  earth,  a  creature 
bearing  form,  and  lite,  human  or  lava^e — native 
c  foreft  wild,  or  giddy  air  — around  whofe 
parent  bofom,  thou  halt  not  a  cord  entwined  of 
po'.ver  to  tic  them  to  their  offspring's  claims,  and 
at  thy  will  to  draw  them  back  to  thee.  On  iron 
<ns  borne — the  blood -ftain'd  vulture,  cleaves 
t  -e  ftorm — yet,  is  the  plumage  clofeft  to' her 
heart,  foft  as  the  Cygnet's  down,  and  o'er  her  un- 
fhell'd  brood,  the  murmuring  ring-dove  fits  not 
more  gently  ! — Yes— now  he  is  beyond  the  porch, 
barring  the  outer  gate  !  Alonzo  ! — Alonzo  !- — my 
friend  !  Ha  ! — in  gentieileep  ! — Alonzo — rife  ! 

41.  How! — Is  my  hour  elaps'd  r — Well,   /-'i- 
turning  from  tbe  recefs,)    I  am  ready. 
Rol.  Alonzo, —  know  me. 
Al.  What  voice  is  that  r 
Rol  'TisRolla's. 

Al.   Rolla!  — my    friend!  — fEmlr:. 
Heavens !  how  could'fl  thou  pafs  the  guard  r  Did 
this  habit • 


A  TRAGIC  PLAY.  53 

Rol.  There  is  not  a  moment  to  be  loft  in  words ; 
— this  difguife  I  tore  from  the  dead  body  of  a 
Friar,  as  I  pafs'd  our  field  of  battle — it  has  gain'd 
me  entrance  to  thy  dungeon— now  take  it  thou, 
and  fly. 

Al.  And  Rolla 

Rol.  Will  remain  here  in  thy  place. 

AL  And  die  for  me! — No!  — Rather  eternal 
tortures  rack  me. 

Rol.  I  mall  not  die,  Alonzo.— It  is  thy  life  Pi- 
zarro  freks,  not  Rolla's — and  from  my  prifon  foon 
will  thy  arm  deliver  me  ;— or,  Ihould  it  be  other- 
wife — I  am  as  a  blighted  Plantain  ftanding  alone 
amid  the  fandy  defart — Nothing  feeks  or  lives  be- 
neath my  (belter — Thou  art  a  hufband,  and  a  fa- 
ther— The  being  of  a  lovely  wife  and  helplefs  in- 
.fant  hang  upon  thy  life— Go  ! — Go  !  —Alonzo  ! — 
Go  —  to  fave* — not  thyfelf — but  Cora,  and  thy 
child  !— 

AL  Urge  me  not  thus,  my  friend — I  had  pre- 
par'd  to  die  in  peace. 

Rol.  To  die  in  peace ! — devoting  her  youVe 
fworn  to  live  for, — to  madnefs,  mifery,  and  death  ! 
—For,  be  affured— the  flare  I  left  her  in  forbids  all 
hope,  but  from  thy  quick  return. 

Al.  Oh  !  God  ! 

RoL  If  thou  art  yet  irrefolute,  Alonzo — now 
heed  me  well. — I  think  thou  haft  not  known  that 
Rolla  ever  pledg'd  his  word,  and  fhrunk  from  its 
fulfilment. — And,  by  the  heart  of  truth  I  fwear, 
if  thou  art  proudly  obftinate  to  deny  thy  friend 
the  tranfport  of  preferving  Cora's  life,  in  thee, — 
no  power  that  fvvays  the  will  of  man  (hall  ftir  me 
hence;— and  thou'lt  but  have  the  defperate  tri- 
umph, of  feeing  Rolla  perilh  by  tny  fide,— with 

the 
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the  affur'd  conyiftion,  that  Cora,  and  thy  child, 
are  loft  for  ever. 

AL  Oh  !  Rolla  !— you  diftracl:  me  ! 

RoL  A  moment's  further  paufe,  and  all  is  loft — 
The  dawn  approaches — Fear  not  for  me — I  will 
treat  with  Pizarro  as  for  furrender  and  fubmillion  ; 
— I  (hall  gain  time,  doubt  not — while  thou,  with 
a  chofen  band,  palling  the  fecret  way,  may'ft  at 
night  return  —  releafe  thy  friend,  and  bear  him 
back  in  triumph. — Yes — haften — dear  Alonzo  ! — 
Even  now  I  hear  the  frantic  Cora  call  thee  !  — 
Hafte!— Hafte!—  Halle! 

Al.  Rolla,  I  fear  your  friendihip  drives  me  from 
honour,  and  from  right. 

RoL  Did  Rolla  ever  counfel  dimonour  to  his 
friend  ? 

Al.  Oh  !  my  preferver! — (Embracing  him.) 

RoL  I  feel  thy  warm  tears  dropping  on  my 
cheek — Go  ! — I  am  rewarded — (Throws  the  Friar's 
garment  over  Alonzo.) — There!-— conceal  thy  face; 
and  that  they  may  not  clank,  hold  faft  thy  chains — 
Now  — God  be  with  thee  ! 

AL  At  night  we  meet  again. — Then, — fo  aid 
me  Heaven  !  I  return  to  fave — or — perim  with 
thee !  [Exit. 

RoL  (alone.)  He  has  pafs'd  the  outer  porch — He 
is  fafe  ! — He  will  foon  embrace  his  wife  and  child  ! 
— Now,  Cora,  did'ft  thou  nor  wrong  me  ?  This 
is  the  firft  time  throughout  my  life  1  ever  deceived 
man — Forgive  me,  God  of  truth !  if  I  am  wrong — 
Alonzo  flatters  himfelf  that  we  lhall  meet  again  — 
Yes — There !  (lifting  bis  hands  tn  heaven)  affuredly, 
we  (hall  meet  again: — there  polfefs  in  peace,  the 
joys  of  everlafting  love,  and  friendihip — on  earth, 
imperfect,  ana  embitter'd. — I  will  retire,  left  the 
guard  return  before  Alonzo  mr.y  have  pafs'd  their 
fines.  {Retires  into  the  Reccjs* 
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Enter  ELVIRA. 

Eh.  No— not  Pizarro's  brutal  taunts — not  the 
glowing  admiration  which  I  feel  for  this  noble 
youth,  (hall  raife  an  interett  in  this  harrafs'd  bofom 
which  honour  would  not  fanftion.  If  he  reject 
the  vengeance  my  heart  has  fvvorn  againft  the  ty- 
rant, who's  death  alone  can  fave  this  land — yet, 
(hall  the  delight  be  mine  10  reftore  him  to  his  Co- 
ra's arms,  to  his  dear  child,  and  to  the  unoffend- 
ing people,  whom  his  virtues  guide,  and  valour 
guards. — Alonzo,  come  forth ! 

Enter  ROLLA. 

Ha  !  —  who  art  thou  ? — Where  is  Alonzo  ? 

Rol.  Alonzo's  fled. 

Elv.  Fled  ! 

Rot.  Yes — and  he  mufl  not  be  purfued — Par- 
don this  roughnefs,  (feizingber  band)— -but  a  mo- 
ment's precious  to  Alonzo's  flight. 

Eh.  What  if  I  call  the  guard  ? 

Rol.  Do  fo — Alonzo  (till  gains  time. 

Elv.  What  if  thus  I  free  myfelf  ?  (Skews  a 
dagger.) 

Rol.  Strike  it  to  my  heart — Still,  with  thecon- 
vulfive  grafp  of  death,  I'll  hold  thee  faft. 

Eh.  Releafe  me— I  give  my  faith,  I  neither  will 
alarm  the  guard,  nor  caufe  purfuit. 

Rol.  At  once,  I  truft  thy  word— A  feeling  bold- 
aefs  in  thofe  eyes  allures  me  that  thy  foul  is 
noble. 

Eh.  What  is  thy  name  ?  Speak  freely — By  my 
order  the  guard  is  remov'd  beyond  the  outer  porch. 

Rol.  My  name  is  Holla. 

Eh. 
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Elv.  The  Peruvian  Leader  ? 

RoL  I  was  fo'yefterday — To-day,  the  Spaniard's 
captive. 

Elv.  And  friendfhip  for  Alonzo,  moved  thee  to 
this  act  ? 

RoL  Alorizo  is  my  friend — I  am  prepared  to  die 
for  him.  Yet  is  the  caufe  a  motive  ftronger  far 
than  fri  -ndfhip. 

Elv.  One  O'lly  paflion  elfe  could  urge  fuch  ge- 
nerous rafhnefs. 

RoL  And  that  is 

Elv.  Love? 

RoL  True! 

Elv.  Gallant  I—ingenuous  Rolla  ! — Know  that 
my  purpofe  here  was  thine ;  and  were  I  to  fave 
thy  friend 

RoL  How!— a  woman  blefs'd  with  gemlenefs 
and  courage,  and  yet  not  Cora  ! 

Elv.  Does  Rolla  think  fo  meanly  of  all  female 
hearts  ? 

RoL  Not  fo — you  are  worfe  and  better  than  we 

Elv.  To  fave  thee,  Rolla,  from  the  tyrant's 
vengeance — reftore  thee  to  thy  native  land — and 
thy  native  land  to  peace — would'il  thou  not  rank 
Elvira  with  the  good  ? 

RoL  To  judge  the  action,  I  muft  know  the 
means. 

Eh.  Take  this  dagger. 

RoL  How  to  be  ufcd  ? 

Elv.  I  will  conduct  thee  to  the  tent  wher- 
Pizarro   fleeps — The  fcourge  of  innocence — the 
terror  of  thy   race — the  fiend,  that  defolates  thy 
afflicted  country. 

RoL  Have  you  cot  been  injur'd  by  Pizarro? 

Ejv. 
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Eh.  Deeply  as  fcorn  and  infuh  can  infufe  their 
deadly  venom. 

RoL  And  you  afk  that  I  (hall  mtirdcr  him  in  his 
fleep! 

Eh\  Would  he  not  have  murder'd  AlonZo  in 
his  chains  ?  He  that  fleeps,  and  he  that's  hound, 
nre  equally  defencelefs.  Hear  me,  Rolla — fo  may 
1  profper  in  this  perilous  act  as  fearching  my  full 
heart,  I  have  put  by  all  rancorous  motive  of  pri- 
vate vengeance  there,  and  feel  that  I  advance  to 
my  dread  purpofe  in  the  caufe  of  human  nature, 
and  at  the  call  of  facred  juftice. 

Rot.  The  God  of  Juftice  fanctifies  no  evil  as 
a  ftep  towards  good.  Great  actions  cannot  be 
achieved  by  wicked  means. 

Eh.  Then,  Peruvian,  iince  thoti  do'ft  feel  fo 
coldly  for  thy  country's  wrongs,  this  hand,  tho* 
it  revolt  my  foul,  ihall  flrike  the  blow. 

RoL  Then  is  thy  deftruction  certain,  and  for 
Peru  thou  perilheft  ! — Give  me  the  dagger  ! 

Eh>  Now  follow  me;— butfirft — and  dreadful 
is  the  hard  neceflity — you  muft  (triks  down  the 
guard. 

RoL  The  foldier  who  was  on  duty  here  ? 
Eh.  Yes,  him — else,  feeing  thee,   the    alarm 
will  be  inftant. 

RoL  And  I  muft  flab  that  foldier  as  I  pafs  ? — 
Take  back  thy  dagger. 
Eh.  Rolla! 

RoL  That  foldier,  mark  me,  is  a  man.— All 
arc  not  men  that  bear  the  human  form.  He  re- 
fus'd  my  prayers — refus'd  mv  gold — denying  to 
admit  me — till  his  own  feelings  brib'd  him. —  Fot 
my  nation's  fafety,  I  would  not  harm  that  man  ! 

Eh.  Then  be  muft  with  us — I  will  anfwer  for 
his  &fetv. 
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Rol.  Be  that  plainly  underftood  between  us  :-— 
for,  whate'er  betide  our  enterprize,  I  will  not  rifk, 
a  hair  of  that  !»...  i's  head,  to  fave  my  heartftrings 
from  confuming  fire. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.. 

fbc  infnle  ofP'tzarro's  Tent. — Pizarro  on  a  Couch, 
in  dijlurbedjleep. 

Piz.  (in  bisjleep.)  No  mercy,  traitor. — Now  at 
his  heart  ! — Stand  off  there,  you — Let  me  fee  him 
bleed  ! — Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !' — Let  me  hear  that  groan 
again. 

.Enter  ROLLA  and  ELVIRA. 

£/•».  There  ! — Now,  lofe  not  a  moment. 

Rol.  You  muft  leave  me  now.— This  fcenc  cf 
blood  is  not  for  a  woman's  prefence. 

Eli).  But  a  moment's  paufe  may — 

Rol.  Go  ! — Retire  to  your  own  tent — and  return 
not  here — I  will  come  to  you — Be  thou  not  known 
in  this  bufine(s,  I  implore  you  ! 

Elv.  I  will  withdraw  the  guard  that  waits. 

[Exit  Elvira. 

Rol.  Now  have  I  in  my  power  the  accurs'd  de- 
flroyer  of  my  country's  peace  :  yet  tranquilly  he 
refts. — God  ! — can  this  man  fleep  ? 

Piz.  (in  his  Jleep.)  Away  !  away ! — Hideous- 
fiends  ! — Tear  not  my  bofom  thus  \ 

Rol.  No  : — I  was  in  error — the  balm  of  fweet 
repofe  he  never  more  can  know. — Look  here,  am- 
bition's fools  ! — Yc,  by  whofe  inhuman  pride,  the 
bleeding  facrifice  of  nations  is  held  as  nothing — 
behold  the  reft  of  the  guilty  ! — He  is  at  my  mercy 
—and  one  blow  ! — No!— my  heart  and  hand  re- 
fufe  the  ad  :  Rolla  cannot  be  an  aflaflin !  — Yet 

Elvua 
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Elvira  muft  be  faved  !  (Approaches  the  Couch.}  Piz^ 
zaro  !  awake  ! — 

Piz.  (Starts  up.)  Who  ?  — Guard  !  — 

Rot.  Speak  not— ano  her  uord  is  thy  death--- 
Call  not  for  aid!— this  arm  will  be  iwiher  than 
thy  guard, 

Piz.  "Who  art  thou  ?  and  what  is  thy  will  ? 

RoL  I  am  thine  enemy!  Peruvian  Roila!  — 
Thy  death  is  not  my  will,  or  1  couid  have  flam 
thce  ileeping. 

Piz.  Speak,  what  elfe  ? 

RoL  Now  ihou  art  ar  my  mercv — anfwer  me  ! 
Did  a  Peruvian  tv:.r  yet  wrong  or  injure  thee,  or 
any  of  thy  nation  ?  D,dft  thou,  or  any  ot  thy 
nation,  ever  ych  fhew  mercy  to  a  Peruvian  in  your 
power?  Now  ihak  th ou  feel  —  and  \(  thou  haft  a 
iieart,  thou'lr  feel  it  keenly  ! -~a  Peruvian's  venge- 
ance !  {Drqps  ike  dagger  at  bis  feet)  There  ! 

JVz.  Is  it  pofcble  !    (Walks  ajide  confounded.} 

R'l.  Can  Pizarro  be  lurprifed  at  this  ?  I  thought 
Forgiveneis  ot  Injuries  had  been  the  Chrittian's 
precept  — Ihou -fet ft,  at  haft,  it  >s  the  Peruvian's 
.practu  e. 

Piz.  Rolla  — thou  haft  indeed'  furpris'd — fub- 
dued  me.  (Walks  again  ajide  as  in  irrefolute  thought.) 

Re-enter  ELVIRA,  (not  feeing  Pizarro.) 

Eh.  Is  it  done  ?  Is  he  deai!  ?  (Sees  Pizarro) 
How!-ftill  living!  Then  I  am  loft!  And  for 
you,  wretched  Peruvians  !  mercx  is  no  more  !  — 
Oh  '  Rolla  1  treacherous,  or  cowardly  ? — 

Piz    How  can  it  be,  that' — 

Rol.  Away  !  Elvira  fpeaks  me  knows  nor  what ! 
Leave  me  1  to  Elvira]  I  conjure  you,  with  Pizarro. 

Elv.  How  1— Rolla,  do'ft  thou  think  I  mall  re- 
i  z  tra<ft— 
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tract — or  that  I  meanly  will  deny,  that  in  thy 
hand  I  plac'd  a  poignard  to  be  plung'd  into  that 
tyrant's  heart  ?  No  : — my  folercgren  is,  that  I  truft- 
cd  to  thy  weaknefs,  and  did  not  ftrikc  the  blow 
myfelf.— -Too  foon  thou'k  learn  that  mercy  to 
that  man  is  direct  cruelty  to  all  thy  race  ! 

Piz.  Guard !  quick !  a  guard,  to  feize  this  fran- 
tic woman. 

Eh.  Yes,  a  guard  !  I  call  them  too  !  And  foon 
I  know  they'll  lead  me  to  my  death.  But  think 
not,  Pizarro,  the  fury  of  thy  flaming  eyes  (hall 
awe  me  for  a  moment  ! — Nor  think  that  woman's 
anger,  or  the  feelings  of  an  injur'd  heart,  prompted 
me  to  this  defign — No  !  Had  I  been  only  influ- 
enced fo;  — thus  failing- -fname  and  remorfe 
would  weigh  me  down.  But  tho'  defeated  and 
deftroyed,  as  now  I  am,  fuch  is  the  greatnefs  of 
the  caufe  that  urged  me,  I  fhall  perifh,  glorying 
in  the  attempt,  and  my  laft  breath  of  life  (hall 
fpeak  the  proud  avowal  of  my  purpofe— to  have 
refcued  millions  of  innocents  from  the  blood- 
thirfty  tyranny  of  ONE — by  ridding  the  infulted 

WOrld  of  THhE. 

Rol.  Had  the  act  been  noble  as  the  motive— 
Roiia  would  not  have  Ihrunk  from  its  perform- 
ance. 

Enter  Guards. 

Piz.  Seize  tin?  difcover'd  fiend,  who  fought  to 
Jcill  your  Leader. 

EIv.  Touch  me  not,  at  the  peril  of  your  fouls; 
—  I  am  your  priibner,  and  will  folio vv  you.-— But 
thou,  Lheir  triumphant  Leader,  fnalt  hear  me.  Yet, 
firll-— for  thee,  Rolia,  accept  my  forgivenefs  :  even 
had  I  been  tiic  victim  of  thy  noblenefs  of  heart,  I 
Jhouid  have  adrnir'd  thee  for  it— But  'twas  myfelf 

pro- 
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provok'd  my  doom—Thou  would'ft  have  fhielded 
me. ---Let  not  thy  contempt  follow  me  to  the 
grave.  Dic!ft  rhou  but  know  the  fpell-like  a: is, 
by  which  this  hypocrite  rirlt  undruTiin'd  the  virtue 
or  a  guilde!s  heiirt !  how,  even  in  the  pic  .is  frnc- 
tuary  wherein  I  dwelt,  by  corruption  and  by 
fraud,  he  praclis'd  upon  thole  in  whom  I  moft 
coi,nded---'till  my  diftemper'd  fancy  led  me,  flep 

by  ftep,  into  tlv*  abyfs  of — guilt 

Piz.  Why  am  i  not  obey'd  ?— Tear  her  hence  ! 
Elv.    Tis  paii — but  didft  thou  know  my  ftory, 
Rolla,  thou  would'ft  pity  me. 

Rol.  From  my  foul  I  do  pity  thee  ! 
Piz.  Villains  !  drag  her  to  the  dungeon  !— pre- 
pare the  torture  inftantly. 

Elv.  Soldiers — but  a  moment  more — 'Tis  to 
applaud  your  General — It  is  to  tell  the  aftonilhed 
world,  that,  for  once,  Pizano's  lenience  is  an 
adt  of  juftice  :  Yes,  rack  me  with  the  fharpeft 
tortures  that  ever  agoniz'd  the  human  frame;  it 
will  be  juftice.  Yes— bid  the  minions  of  thy 
fury — wrench  forth  the  finews  of  thofe  arms  that 

have  careis'd,  and even  have  defended  th«e! 

Bid  them  pour  burning  metal  into  the  bLeding 
cafes  of  thefe  eyes,  that  fo  ott  — oh,  God  !— have 
hung  with  iove  and  homage  on  thy  looks — then 
approach  me  bound  on  the  abhorred  wheel — 
there  glut  thy  iavage  eyes  with  the  convulfive 
fpafrns  of  that  difhonour'd  bofom,  which  was 
once  thy  pillow! — Yet,  will  1  bear  it  ali  ;  for  it 
will  be  juftice,  ail !  And  when  thou  (halt  bid 
them  tear  i;.e  to  my  dcarh,  hoping  rhat  thy  un* 
flirinking  ear*  may  at  latt  be  fealted  with  the 
jnufic  ot  my  cries,  I  will  not  urer  one  (hriek 
or  eroan— -but  to  the  laft  gafp,  my  body's  patience 

(hall 
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(ball  deride  thy  vengeance,  as  my  foul  defies  thy 
power. 

Piz.  (Endeavouring  to  conceal  bis  agitation.) 
Hea'r'ft  thou  the  wretch  whofe  hands  were  even 
now  prepared  for  murder  ? 

RoL  Yes !  And  if  her  accufation's  falfe,  thou 
wilt  nor  {brink  from  hearing  h;r:  if  true,  thy 
barbarity  cannot  make  her  fuffer  the  pangs  thy 
confcience  will  inflict  on  thee. 

Eh.  And  now,  farewell,  world  i— Rolla,  fare- 
well '---Farewell,  thou  condemn'd  of  Heaven  ! 
(to  Pizar  o.)  For  repentance  and  remorfe,  I 
know,  will  never  touch  thy  heart.-— We  (hall  meet 
again.—  Ha!  be  it  thy  horror  here,  to  know  that 
we  fhall  meet  hereafter !  And  when  thy  parting  hour 
approaches— -hark.  1  to  the  knell,  whofe  dreadful 
beat  will  rtrike  to  thy  defpairing  foul.  Thm, 
wi'l  vibrite  on  thy  ear  the  curfes  of  the  cloifier'd 
fairt  from  whom  you  ilole  me.  Then,  the  la  ft 
ihrieks  which  bt.rft  from  my  mother's  breaking 
hi'.'i't.  as  (he  died,  appealing  to  her  God  againft 
the  feducer  of  her  rh'ld  !  1  hen  the  blood-ftifled 
gro..n  of  my  murder'd  brother— murdered  by 
thee,  fell  montkr  ! — feeking  atonement  for  his 
lifter's  ruin'd  honour.— -I  hear  them  now  !  To  me, 
the  re  col  left  ion's  madnels!— At  fuch  an  hour,-  — 
what  w:ll  it  be  to  rhee? 

Piz.  A  moment's  more  delay,  and  at  the  peril 
of  your  livis 

Eh.  I  have  fpoken— -and  the  lad  mortal  frailty 
of  my  rKjart  is  pad— And  now,  with  an  undaunted 
fpirit,  and  unihaken  firmnefs,  I  go  to  meet  my 
deftiny.  That  I  coulr)  not  live  noblv,  has  been 
PIZARRO'S  ACT.  That  I  will  die  nobly,  (ball  be 
my  OWN.  [Exit,  guj: -did. 

Piz.  Rolla,  I  would  not  thou,  a  warrior, 

valiant 
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valiant  and  renown'd,  fliould'ft  credit  the  vile 
tales  of  this  frantic  woman.  The  caufe  of  all 
this  fury — O-  -a  wanton  paffion  for  the  rebel 
youth  Alonzo,  now  my  prifoner. 

Rol.  Alonzo-  is  not  now  thy  prifoner. 

Piz.  How! 

Rol.  I  came  to  refeue  him— to  deceive  his 
guard — I  have  fucceeded  ;-*-!  remain  thy  pri- 
foner. 

Piz.  Alonzo  fled!— Is  then  the  vengeance 
deareft  to  my  heart  never  to  be  gratified  ? 

Rol.  Difmifs  fuch  pamons  from  thy  heart;  then 
thou'lt  coniult  it's  peace. 

Piz.  I  can  face  all  enemies  that  dare  confront 
ine--I  cannot  war  againft  my  nature. 

Rol.  Then,  Pizarro,  afk  not  to  be  deem'd  a 
hero — To  triumph  o'er  ourfelves,  is  the  only  con- 
queft,  where  fortune  makes  no  claim  In  battle, 
chance  may  fnatch  the  laurel  from  thee,  or  chance 
may  p-ace  it  on  thy  brow — but  in  a  conteft  with 
youdelf,  be  refolute,  and  the  virtuous  impulfe 
mud  be  the  vidtor. 

Piz.  Peruvian  !  thou  fhalt  not  find  me  to  thee 
ungrateful,  or  ungenerous — Return  to  your  coun- 
trymen— You  are  at  liberty. 

Rol.  Thou  do'ft  act  in  this,  as  honour,  and  as 
duty,  bid  thee. 

Piz.  1  cannot  but  admire  thee,  Rolla ;  I  wou'd 
we  might  be  friends. 

Rol.  Farewell. — Pity  Elvira! — Become  the 
friend  of  virtue — and  thou  wilt  be  mine.  \_Exif. 

Piz.  Ambition !  tell  me  what  is  the  phantom 
I  have  follow'd  ?  where  is  the  one  delight  which 
it  has  made  my  own  ?  My  fame  is  the  mark  of 
envy— my  love  the  dupe  of  treachery — my  glory 

eclips'd 
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eclips'd  by  the  boy  I  taught — my  revenge  <de* 
feared  and  rebuked  by  the  rude  honour  of  a  favage 
foe— before  whofe  native  dignity  of  foul  I  have 
funk  confounded  and  fubdued  !  1  would  T  cou'd 
retrace  my  fteps — I  cannot — Would  I  could  evade 
m<  own  reflections !-- -no  living  !—  thought  and 
memory  are  my  Hell. 


END    OF   THE   FOURTH    ACT. 
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ACT  V. 

.    SCENE  I. 

A  thick  For  eft — In  the  back  ground,  a  Hnt  almoft 
covered  by  Bcughs  of  'Trees — A  dreadful  Storm, 
with  Thunder  and  Lightning.  —  CORA  has  covered 
her  Child  on  a  Bed  of  Leaves  and  Mofs — Her 
whole  appearance  is  wild  and  dijtraffied. 

Cora.  /^  NATURE  !  thou  haft  not  the  ftrength 
\J  of  love.  My  anxious  fpirit  is  un- 
tired  in  its  march ;  my  wearied,  fhivering  frame, 
links  un^er  it.  And,  for  thee,  my  bo\ — when 
faint  beneath  thy  lovely  burthen,  could  1  relufe 
to  give  thy  {lumbers  that  poor  bed  of  reft  !  O 
my  child  !  were  I  aflured  thy  father  breathes  no 
more,  how  quickly  would  I  lay  me  down  by  thy 
dear  fide — but  down — down  for  ever.  (Thunder 
and  lightning.)  I  afk  thee  not,  un  pity  ing  ftorm  !  to 
abate  thv  rage,  in  mercy  to  poor  Cora's  mifery ;  nor 
while  thy  thunders  fpare  his  flumbers  will  I  dif- 
turb  my  fleeping  cherub.  Though  Heaven  knows 
I  wifh  to  hear  the  voice  of  life,  and  feel  that  life  is 
near  me.  But  I  will  endure  all  while  what  I  have 
of  reafon  holds. 

SONG. 

Yes,  yes,  be  mercilefs,  thou  Tempeft  dire  ; 

Unaw'd,  unfhelter'd,  I  thy  fury  brave, 
I'll  bare  my  bofom  to  thy  forked  fire, 

Let  it  but  guide  me  to  ALONZO'S  grave  ! 

O'er  his  pale  corfe  then  while  thy  lightnings  glare, 
I'll  prefs  his  clay-cold  lips,  and  perifh  there. 

But  thou  wilt  wake  again,  my  boy, 
Again  thou'lt  rife  to  life  and  joy, 

Thy  father  never ! 

Thy  laughing  eyes  will  meet  the  light, 
Unconfcious  that  eternal  night 

Veils  his  for  ever. 

K  On 
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On  yon  green  bed  of  mofs  there  lies  my  child, 
Oh  !  fafer  lies  from  thefe  chill  'd  arms  apart  j 

He  fleeps,  fweet  lamb !  nor  heeds  the  temped  wild, 
Oh  !  fweeter  fleeps,   than  near  this  breaking  heart. 

Alas !  my  babe,  if  thou  would'ft  peaceful  reft, 
Thy  cradle  muft  not  be  thy  mother's  breaft. 

Yet,  thou  wilt  wake  again,  my  boy, 
Again  thou'lt  rife  to  life  and  joy, 

Thy  father  never ! 

Thy  laughing  eyes  will  meet  the  light, 
Unconfcious  that  eternal  night 

Veils'  his  for  ever. 

(Thunder  and  lightning.) 

Cora.  Still,  ftill,  implacable !  unfeeling  ele- 
ments !  yet  ftill  doft  thou  fleep,  my  fmiling  in- 
nocent !  O,  death  !  when  wilt  thou  grant  to  this 
babe's  mother  fuch  repofe  ?  Sure  I  may  fhield 

thee  better  from  the  ftorm  ;  my  veil  may 

IVhile  JI:e  is  wrapping  her  mantle  and  her 
veiloier  him,  Alonzo'j  voice  is  heard  at  a 
great  diftance. 
Al.  Cora  ! 

Cora.  Hah  !  !  !  (rijes.) 
Al.  (again)  Cora ! 

Cora.  O,  my  heait !    Sweet  Heaven  deceive  me 
not ! — Is  it  not  Alonzo's  voice? 
AL  (nearer)  Cora! 
Cora.  It  is — it  is  Alonzo  ! 

Al.  (nearer  Jlill)  Cora  !  my  betoved  ! 

Cora.  Alonzo  ! — Here  ! — here ! — Alonzo  ! 

[Runs  out. 

Enter  two  Spainijh  Soldiers. 

\jl  Sol.  I  tell  you  we  are  near  our  out-pods,  and 
the  word  we  heard  juft  now  was  the  counterfign. 
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zd  Sol.  Well,  in  our  efcape  from  the  enemy,  to 
have  difcover'd  their  fecret  paflage  thro'  the  rocks, 
will  prove  a  lucky  chance  to  us — Pizarro  will  re- 
ward us. 

ift  Sol.  This  way — The  fun,  though  clouded,  is 
on  our  left.  (Perceives  the  child.)  What  have  .we 
here  ?  —A  child  ! — as  I'm  a  foldier. 

id  Sol,  'Tis  a  fvveet  little  babe.  Now  would 
it  be  a  great  charity  to  take  this  infant  from  its 
pagan  mother's  power. 

ift  Sol.  It  would  fo~I  have  one  at  h;me  (hall 
play  with  it. --Come  along.  [Takes  the  child. 

Exeunt. 

Re-enter  CORA  with  ALONZO. 

Cora,  (/peaking  without)  This  way,  dear  Alon- 
zo.  Now  am  1  right — there — there — under  that 
tree.  Was  it  poffible  the  inftinc~t  of  a  mother's 
heart  could  miltake  the  fpot !  Now  will  you  look 
at  him  as  he  fleeps,  or  lhall  I  bring  him  waking 
with  his  full  blue  laughing  eyes  to  welcome  you 
at  once — Yes— yes.— Stand  thou  there — I'll  Inarch 
him  from  his  rofy  flumber,  blufhing  like  the  per- 
fum'd  morn. 

She  runs  tip  to  the  fpot,  and,  finding  only  the 
mantle  and  veil,  which  foe  tears  from  the 
ground,  and  the  child  gone,  (Jhrieks)  and 
jiands  in  Jpeechiejs  agony. 

Al.  (running  to  her)  Cora!— my  heart's  be- 
loved ! 

Cora.  He  is  gone  ! 
Al.   Eternal  God! 

Cora.  He  is  gone  !  — my  child  !  my  child  ! 
Al.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 
Cora.  (Dafiing  her f elf  on  the  fpot.)  Here  ! 
Al.  Be  calm,  beloved  Cora — he  has  wak'd,  and 
K  2  crept 
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crept  to  a  little  diftance — we  mall  find  him— Arc 
you  allured  this  was  the  fpot  you  left  him  in  ? 

Cora.  Did  not  thefe  hards  nuke  th;it  bed,  and 
(helter  for  him  ? — and  is  not  this  the  veil  that  co- 
vered him  ? 

AL.  Here  is  a  hut  yet  unobferved. 

Cora.  Ha  !  yes,  yes  !  there  lives  the  favage  that 
has  rob'd  me  of  my  child  —  (Beats  at  tke  door,  ex- 
cla  ming)  Give  me  back  my  child— reftore  to  me 
m>  boy  ! 

Enter  LAS  CABAS  from  the  Hut. 

Las  C.  Who  calls  me  from  my  wretched  foli- 
tude  r 

Cora.  Give  me  back  my  child  !  (Goes  into  the 
lut,  and  calls)  Fernando  ! 

AL  Almighty  poweis  !  do  my  eves  deceive  me  ! 
Las  Cafas  !  !  ! 

Los  C.  Alonz^, — mv  belov'd  young  friend  ! 

AL  Mv  reverV.  inftmctor.     (Embracing.) 

Cora.  (Reiurnd.)  Wi:l  you  embrace  this  man 
before  he  reftores  my  boy  ? 

Ai.  Alas,  mv  friend — in  what  a  moment  of  mi- 
fery  do  we  mett ! 

Cora.  Yet  his  look  is  goodn<  fs  and  humanity.— 
Good  old  man,  rnve  compaffioci  en  a  wretched 
mother — and  I  will  be  your  fervanr  while  I  live. — 
But  do  not,  for  pity's  fake — do  nor  fay,  you  have 
him  not — do  not  fay,  you  have  not  feen  him. 

(Runs  into  tie  Wood.) 

Las  C.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

Al.  She  is  my  wife,  juft  refcued  from  the -Spa- 
niards' prifon.  — I  learn'd  Ihe  had  fled  to  this  wild 
for<  ft — Hearing  my  voice,  (he  le  t  the  child,  and 
flew  to  meet  me — he  was  left  fleeping  under  yon- 
der tree, 

Las. 
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Las.  C.  HT.V  !  did  you  leave  him  ^  —(Cora  re- 
turns.} 

Cora.  O,  von  are  ri.jjht  1 — ri^ht !  — unnatural 
mother,  that  I  was — I  teft  mv  child  — I  iorfook 

my  innocent but  I  *  ill  fl"  to  the  earth's  brink, 

but  I  will  find  him  (Rvni  on*  ) 

At.  Forgive  me,  Las  C'aias,  I  muft  follow  her: 
for  at  night,  I  muft  a  tempt  b'ave  Rolla's  refcue. 

Lis  C.  I  will  not  leave  thee,  Alonzo—you 
muft  try  to  lead  her  to  the  right — that  way  lies 
your  c^mp — Wait  not  my  infirm  ilcps, — I  follow 
thee,  my  friend.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Out- Pol  of  jhe  SpaniJJ}  Camp. — The  lack 
ground  uild  and  rocky,  with  a  Torrent  falling 
dvj:n  the  Precipice,  over  w  icb  a  Bridge  is  formed. 
A  fell'd  Tree.  |_  Tt  umpets  found  without. 

dlmagro.  (Without.)  Bear  him  along — his  ftory 
mufl  be  fallc.  (Entering.) 

ROLL  A  (in  Chains)  brought  in  by  Soldier  s» 

Rol.  Rilfe  !  — Rolla,  utter  falfehood  !— I  would 
I  had  thee  in  a  delcrt  wirh  thy  troop  around  thee; 
—and  I,  but  with  mv  Two  d  m  thi.  unQiackled 
hand  \— (Trumpets  ivitb'-ut  ) 

Aim  Is  it  to  be  credited  that  Rolla,  the  re- 
nown'd  Peruvian  hero-— mou'd  be  detefted  like  a 
fpy,  fkulking  thro'  our  camp  ? 

Rol.  Sku.king  ! 

Mm.  But  antwer  to  the  General-«he  is  here. 


Enter 
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Enter  PIZARRW. 

Piz.  What  do  I  fee  !  Rolla  ! 

Rot.  O  !  to  rhy  furprile,  no  doubt. 

Piz.  And  bound  too  ! 

Rol.  So  faft,  thou  need'ft  not  fear  approaching 
me. 

Aim.  The  guards  furpris'd  him,  patting  our 
out-poft. 

Piz.  Releafe  him  inftantly.— Believe  me,  I  re- 
gret this  intuit. 

Rol.  You  feel  then  as  you  ought. 

Piz.  Nor  can  I  brock  to  fee  a  warrior  of  Rolla's 
fame  difarm'd— -Accept  this,  tho'  it  has  been  thy 
enemy's.  (Gives  a  (word.)  The  Spaniards  know 
the  courtefy  that's  due  to  valour. 

Rol.  And  the  Peruvian,  how  to  forget  offence. 

Piz.  May  not  Rolla  and  Pizarro  ceafe  to  be 
foes  ? 

Rol  When  the  fea  divides  us ;  yes !  —May  I 
now  depart  ? 

Piz.  Freely. 

Rol.  And  (hall  I  not  again  be  intercepted  ? 

Piz.  No  !— let  the  word  be  given  that  Rolla 
pafies  freely. 

Enter  DAVILLA  and  Soldiers,  with  the  Child. 

Dav.  Here  are  two  foldiers,  ca;  lived  yefterday, 
who  have  efcap'd  from  the  Peruvian  hold, ---and 
by  the  fecret  way  we  have  fo  long  endeavoured  to 
difcover. 

Piz.  Silence,-— imprudent  !---Seeft  thou  not--  ? 
(pointing  to- Rolla.) 

Dav.  In   their    way,   they    found    a  Peruvian 

child,  who  feems 

Piz. 
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Piz.  What  is  the  imp  to  me  ?— Bid  them  tofs 
it  into  the  fea. 

Rol.  Gracious  heaven  !  it  is  Alonzo's  child  ! — 
give  it  to  me. 

Piz.  Ha !  Alonzo's  child  ! — Welcome,  thou 
pretty  hoftage.-— Now  Alonzo  is  again  my  pri- 
foner ! 

Rol.  Thou  wilt  not  keep  the  infant  from  it's 
mother  ? 

Piz.  Will  I  not! -What,  when  I  mail  meet 
Alonzo  in  the  heat  of  the  victorious  fight — 
tr.ink'ft  thou  I  (hall  not  have  a  check  upon  the 
valour  of  his  heart,  when  he  is  reminded  that  a 
word  of  mine  is  this  child's  death  ? 

Rol.  I  do  not  underftand  you. 

Piz.  My  vengeance  has  a  long  arrear  of  hate 
to  fettle  with  Alonzo  ! — and  this  pledge  may- 
help  to  fettle  the  accounr. 

Rol.  Man !  Man  !  —Art  thou  a  man  ?— Could'ft 
thou  hurt  that  innocent  ? — By  Heaven!  it's  fmil- 
ing  in  thy  face. 

Piz.  Tel]  me,  does  it  refemble  Cora  ? 

Rol.  Pizarro!  thou  haft  fee  my  heart  on  fire-— 
If  thou  do'ft  harm  that  child---think  not  his  blood 
will  fink  into  the  barren  fand-— No  ! ---faithful 
to  the  eager  hope  that  now  trembles  in  this  in- 
dignant hearr — 'twill  rile  to  the  common  God  of 
nature  and  humanity,  and  cry  aloud  for  vengeance 
on  it's  accurs'd  deftroyer's  head. 

Piz.  Be  that  peril  mine. 

Rol.  (Throwing  himfelf  at  his  feet)  Behold  me 
at  thy  feet—  Me,  Rolla!---Me,  the  preferver  of 
thy  life  ! ---Me,  that  have  never  yet  bent  or  bow'd 
before  created  man  !  — In  humble  agony  I  fue  to 
you-— proftrate  I  implore  you— but  fpare  that 
child,  and  I  will  be  your  Have. 

Piz. 
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Piz.  Kolla  !  ftill  art  ihou  free  to  go-- -this  boy 
remains  with  me. 

Rot.  Then  was  tlrs  fword  Heaven's  gift,  not 
thine  !  (Seize^  t '  e  Cb'la)-— Who  moves  one  ftep  to 
follow  me,  dies  upon  the  (pot. 

\ Exit,  with  the  Clr.U. 

Piz.  Purfue  him  in(rant'y---bpt  fpare  his  life. 
[Exeunt  Altragro  and  foldicrs.~]  With  what  fury 
he  defends  h-.mfclf !-  Ha  !—  he  fells  them  to  the 
ground— and  now 

Enter  A L MACRO. 

AJm.  Three  of  your  brave  foldiers  are  already 
viclims  ro  your  command  to  fpa^e  this  madman's 
life  ;  and  if  he  once  gains  the  thicker 

Piz.  Spare  him  no  longer.  [Exit  Almagro.] 
Their  guns  muft  reach  him---he'll  ver  efcape— - 
hollow  to  thofc  horfe— rhe  Peruvian  fees  them 
— and  now  he  turns  among  the  rocks — then 
is  his  retreat  cut  off. 
(Rolla  crcfes  a  wo-.-en  bridge  ov<r  t^e  cataraft, 

-purjued   f:-y    the  Joldiers — they  fire  at  him — a 
jhot  Jlri'es  bim-  —  Pizarro  exclaims 

Piz.  Now  !  quick  !  quick  !  feiz^  the  child  !  — 
\_Rolla  tea.  s  from  the  rn< k  the  tree  which  Jupports 

the   bridge,    at-d   retreats   by    the    back  ground, 

bearing  off  the  {hila.~\ 

'  Re-enter  ALMAGRO. 

Aim.  By  Hell  !  he  has  cfcaped  !— and  with 
the  child  unhurt. 

Dai}.  No — t^e  bears  his  death  with  him — 
Believe  me,  I  fa.v  Hi  n  ftruck  UJOT  the  fide. 

Fix.  Bur  the  cKi'd  i«  fav\i— Alonzo's  child  ! 
Oh  !  the  furies  of  di;appointed  vengeance  ! 

Aim. 
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Aim.  Away  with  the  revenge  of  words  —  let  us 
to  deeds  —  Forget  not  we  have  acquired  the 
knowledge  of  the  fecret  pafs,  which  thro*  the 
rocky  cavern's  gloom  brings  you  at  once  to  the 
ilrong  holdj  where  are  lodg'd  their  women,  and 
their  treafures. 

Piz.  Right*  Almagro  !  Swift  as  thy  thought 
draw  forth  a  daring  and  a  chofen  band—  I  will 
not  wait  for  numbers.  —  Stay,  Almagro  !  Val- 
verde  is  informed  Elvira  dies  to-day  ? 

Val.  He  is—  and  one  requeft  alone  me  - 

Piz.  I'll  hear  of  none. 

Val.  The  boon  is  fmall—  «-'tis  but  for  the  no- 
viciate habit  which  you  firft  beheld  her  in-  —  (he 
wilhes  not  to  fuffer  in  the  gaudy  trappings,  which 
remind  her  of  her  fhame. 

Piz.  Well,  do  as  ihonwilr—  but  tell  Valverde^ 
that  at  our  return,  as  his  life  fhall  anfwer  it,  to 
let  me  hear  that  fhe  is  dead.  [Exeunt,  fever  ally* 

SCENE  III. 

Atalibas  Tent. 
Enter  A  TALI  E  A,  followed  by  CORA  and  ALONZO; 

Cora.  Oh  !  Avoid  me  not,  Ataliba  !  To  whom, 
but  to  her  King,  is  the  wretched  mother  to  addrefs 
her  griefs?  —  The  Gods  refufe  to  hear  my  prayers  ! 
Did  not  my  Alonzo  fight  for  you  ?  —  and  will  not 
my  fvveet  boy,  if  thou'lt  but  reftore  him  to  me, 
one  day  fight  thy  battles  too  ? 

Alon.  Oh!  my  differing  love  —  my  poor  heart- 
broken Cora  !-  -you  but  wound  our  Sovereign's 
feeimg  foul,  and  not  relieve  thy  own. 

Cora.  Is  he  our  Sovereign,  ar,d  has  he  not  the 
power  to  give  me  back  my  child  ? 


JL 
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Ata<  When  I  reward  defert,  or  can  relieve  my 
people,  I  feel  what  is  the  real  glory  of  a  King-- 
when I  hear  them  fuffer,  and  cannot  aid  them, 
I  mourn  the  impotence  of  all  mortal  power. 

(Voices  behind)  Rolla  !   Rolla  !  Rolla  ! 

Enter  ROLLA,  bleeding,  with  the  child,  follow' d  ly 
Peruvian  fo'diers. 

Rol  Thy  child  !  (Gives  the  child  into  Cora's 
arms,  and  falls.) 

Cora.  Oh  God  ! — there's  blood  upon  him  ! 

Rot.  'Tis  my  blood,  Cora  ! 

Alon.  Rolla,  thou  died  ! 

Rol.  For  thee,  and  Cora (Dies.) 

Enter  OR  A  NO* 

Orano.  Treachery  has  revealed  our  afylum  in  the 
rocks.  Even  now  the  foe  aflails  the  peaceful  band 
retired  for  protection  there. 

Alcn.  Lole  not  a  moment  1 — Swords  be  quick  ! 
— Your  wives  and  children  cry  to  you — Bear  our 
lov'd  hero's  body  in  the  van  —  'Twiil  raife  the 
fury  of  our  men  to  madnefs. — Now,  fell  Pizarro  \ 
the  death  of  one  of  us  is  near  ! — Away !  Be  the 
word  of  aflault,  Revenge  and  Roila  ! —  \JLxeunt. 

(CHARGE.) 

SCENE  IV. 

A  romantic  part  of  the  Recefs  among  the  Rocks — . 
(Alarms)  Women  are  fan  flying,  purjued  by  the 
Spanijh  Soldiers.— The  Peruvian  Soldiers  drive  the 
Spaniards  lack  from  the  Field.— The  Fight  is  con- 
tinued on  the  Heights. 

Enter  PIZARRO,  ALMAGRO,  VALVERDE,  at..l 
Spanifo  Soldiers. 

Piz.  Well ! — if  furrounded,  we  mutt  perifti  in 

the 
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the  centre  of  them— Where  do  Rolla  and  Alonzo 
hide  their  heads  ? 

Enter  ALONZO,  ORANO,  and  Peruvians. 

Alon.  Alonzo  anfwers  thee,  and  Alonzo's  fword 
(hall  fpeak  for  Rolla. 

Piz.  Thou  know'ft  the  advantage  of  thy  num- 
bers  Thou  dar'ft  not  fingly  face  Pizarro. 

Alon.  Peruvians,  ftir  not  a  man  !— Be 'this  con- 
teft  only  our's. 

Piz.  Spaniards  ! — obferve  ye  the  fame. 

(Charge.) 
Theyfivht.   Alonzo's  Jhield  is  broken,  and  be  is  beat 

down. 

Piz.  Now,  traitor,  to  thy  heart ! 
At  this  moment  Elvira  enters,  habited  as  when  Pi- 

zarro  firft  beheld  her.— Pizarro,  appalled  Daggers 

hack.—- Alonzo  renews  the  Fight,  andjlays  him. 
(Loudfoouts  from  the  Peruvians,) 

ATALIBA  enters^  and  embraces  ALONZO. 

Ata.  My  brave  Alonzo  ! 

Aim.  Alonzo,  we  fubmit.---Spare  us  !  we  will 
embark,  and  leave  the  coaft. 

Val.  Elvira  will  confefs  I  fav'd  her  life  ;  (he  has 
fav'd  thine. 

Alon.  Fear  not.  You  are  fafe.  (Spaniards  lay 
down  their  arms.) 

Eh.  Valverde  fpeaks  the  truth  ; — nor  could  he 
think  to  meet  me  here. — An  awful  impulfe  which 
my  foul  could  not  refift,  impell'd  me  hither. 

Alon,  Noble  Elvira  !  my  preferver  !  How  can 
I  fpeak  what  I,  Ataliha,  and  his  refcued  country, 
owe  to  thee  ?  If  amid  this  grateful  nation  thou 
would'ft  remain 
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Eh.  Alonzo,  no  ! — the  deftination  of  my  future 
life  is  fix'd.  Humbled  in  penitence,  I  will  en-? 
deavour  to  atone  the  guilty  errors,  which,  however 
mafk'd  by  lhallow  cheer fulnefs,  have  long  con- 
fum'd  my  fecret  heart  — When,  by  my  iurierings 
purified,  and  penitence  iincere,  my  foul  (hall  dare 
addrefs  the  Throne  of  Mercy  in  behalf  of  others, 
•* — for  thee,  Alonzo— for  thy  Cora,  and  thy  child, 
— for  thee,  thou  virtuous  Monarch,  and  the  inno- 
cent race  you  reign  over,  fhall  Elvira's  prayers 
addrefs  the  God  ot  Nature. — .Valverde,  you  have 
preferved  my  life.  Cherifh  humanity — avoid  the 
foul  examples  thou  haft  view'd.—  Spaniards  re- 
turning to  your  native  home,  affure  your  rulers, 
they  miftake  the  road  to  glory,  or  to  power.- --Tell 
them,  that  the  purfuits  of  avarice,  conqueft,  and 
ambition,  never  yet  made  a  people  happy,  or 
a  nation  great. — (Cqfts  a  look  of  agony  on  the  diad 
body  of  Pizarro  asjhepajfes,  and  exit  ) 

(Flouriflj  of  Trurppets.) 

Valverde,  Almagra,  and  Spamjh  Soldiers,  exeunt,, 
bearing  off  Pizarro's  Body.— On  a  fignal  from 
Alonzo,  fourijb  of  Mv.fi c. 

Alon.  Ataliba !  think  not  I  wifh  to  check  the 
voice  of  triumph— when  I  entreat  we  firft  may 
pay  the  tribute  due  to  our  lov'd  Rolla's  memory. 

A  folemn  March— Procejfion  of  Peruvian  Soldiers, 
bearing  Rolla's  Body  on  a  Bier,  furrounded  by 
MVtary  Trophies.  The  Priejls  and  Priejie/es 
attending,  chaunt  a  Dirge  over  the  Bier.— Alonzo 
and  Cora  kneel  on  either  fide-  of  it,  and  kifs 
Rolla's  hands  infilent  agony — In  the  looks  of  the 
King,  and  of  all  prefent,  the  Triumph  of  the  Day 
is  loft,  in  mourning  for  the  fallen  Hera. 

6  (The  Cur  tain  Jlowly  df/c 
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WRITTEN  BY  THE  HOX.  WILLIAM  LAMB. 
SPOKEN  BY  MRS.  JORDAN. 

ERE  yet  Sufpenfe  has  ftill'd  its  throbbing  fear, 
1      Or  Melancholy  wip'd  the  grateful  tear, 
While  e'en  the  miferies  of  a  finking  State, 
A  Monarch's  danger,  and  a  Nation's  fate, 
Command  not  now  your  eyes  with  grief  to  flow, 
Jvofl  in  a  trembling  Mother's  nearer  woe; 
What  moral  lay  (hall  Poetry  rehearfe, 
Or  how  fhall  Elocution  pour  the  verfe 
So  fweetly,  that  its  mufic  fhall  repay 
The  lov'd  illufion,  which  it  drives  away  ? 
Mine  is  the  tafk,  to  rigid  cuftom  due. 
To  me  ungrateful,  as  'tis  harfh  to  you, 
To  mar  the  work  the  tragic  fcene  has  wrought, 
To  roufe  the  mind  that  broods  in  penfive  thought, 
To  fcare  Reflection,  which,  in  abfent  dreams, 
Still  lingers  mufing  on  the  recent  themes  ; 
Attention,  ere  with  contemplation  tir'd, 
To  turn  from  all  that  pleas'd,  from  all  that  fir'd ; 
To  weaken  leflbns  ftrongly  now  impreft, 
And  chill  the  intereft  glowing  in  the  breaft — 
Mine  is  the  tafk;  and  be  it  mine  to  fpare 
The  fouls  that  pant,  the  griefs  they  fee,  to  fliare  ; 
Let  me  with  no  unhallow'd  jeft  deride 
The  fighj,  that  fweet  Companion  owns  with  pride — 
The  figh  of  Comfort,  to  Affliction  dear, 
That  Kindnefs  heaves,  and  Virtue  loves  to  hear. 

E'en 
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fi'en  gay  THALIA  will  not  now  refufe 
This  gentle  homage  to  her  Sifter-Mufe. 

O  ye,  who  liften  to  the  plaintive  ftrain, 
With  ftrange  enjoyment,  and  with  rapturous  pain, 
Who  erft  have  felt  the  Stranger  s  lone  defpair, 
And  Halter's  fettled,  fad,  remorfeful  care, 
Does  Rollas  pure  affe&ion  l^fs  excite 
The  inexpreflive  anguim  of  delight  ? 
Do  Cora's  fears,  which  beat  without  control, 
With  lefs  folicittiJe  engrofs  the  foul  ? 
Ah,  no !  your  minds  with  kindred  zeal  approve 
Maternal  feeling,  and  heroic  love. 
You  muft  approve  ;  where  Man  exifts  below, 
In  temperate  climes,  or 'midft  drear  waftes  of  fnow, 
Or  where  the  folar  fires  inceflant  flame, 
Thy  laws,  all-powerful  Nature,  are  the  fame  : 
Vainly  the  Sophift  boafts,  he  can  explain 
The  caufes  of  thy  univerfal  rtign — 
More  vainly  would  his  cold  prcfumptuous  art 
Difprove  thy  general  empire  o'er  the  heart: 
A  voice  praclaims  thee,  that  we  muft  believe, 
A  voice,  that  furely  fpeaks  not  to  deceive  ; 
That  voice  poor  Cyra  heard,  and  clofely  preft 
Her  darling  infant  to  her  fearful  breaft  ; 
Diftra&ed  dar'd  the  bloody  field  to  tread, 
And  fought  Alonzo  through  the  heaps  of  dead, 
Eager  to  catch  the  mufic  of  his  breath, 
Though  faltering  in  the  agonies  of  death, 
To  touch  his  lips,  though  pale  and  cold,  once  more, 
And  clafp  his  bofom,  though  it  ftream'd  with  gore  j, 
That  voice  too  Rolia.  heard,  and,  greatly  brave, 
His  CWv?'s  deareft  treafure  died  to  fave, 

Gave 
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Gave  to  the  hopelefs  Parent's  arms  her  child, 
Beheld  her  tranfports,  and  expiring  fmil'd. 
That  voice  ye  hear — Oh  !  be  its  will  obey'd  ! 
'Tis  Valour's  impulfe  and  'tis  Virtue's  aid — 
It  prompts  to  all  Benevolence  admires, 
To  all  that  heav'nly  Piety  infplres, 
To  all  that  Praife  repeats  through  lengthen'd  years, 
That  Honour  fanclifieg,  and  Time  reveres. 


THE    END. 
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